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FADE IN: 


Blackness. The shrill sound of the wind. Then a MAN’S 
VOICE. 


VOICE 
You really should be awake for 
this. 


CUT TO: 


TWO EYES flash open as wine is thrown hard against a 
face. Cobalt blue. Steel hard. The eyes fill with an 
instantaneous rage as they take in the man whose voice we 
heard. 


He’s richly-armored, perhaps 35. Handsome in a civilized 
way. This is CONSTANTIUS. He turns to someone unseen. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Do it. 


DOWN comes a hammer as - THUCK - a spike is driven 
through a thick, calloused HAND. 


The blue-eyed man roars like a javelin-shot lion. 


The hammer comes down again, driving a spike through the 
other hand. Blood sprays the hungry sand. 


CONSTANTIUS 
UP! 


A whip cracks. Horses bolt. Ropes snap taut. The blue 
eyed-man is jerked out of frame as we cut to him - 


- being hoisted into view on an enormous wooden cross. 
He has been CRUCIFIED! 


As the workers secure the beam we get a better look at 
him. He’s in his early 20s, though it’s hard to tell: his 
face has been beaten, then burned by the sun. But those 
eyes framed under thick dark hair identify him. 


This is CONAN. 


CONSTANTIUS 
The view should be fine from 
there, Cimmerian. I'll wager you 
can see for miles. 


With a final laugh, Constantius spurs his horse and 
gallops off, leaving Conan alone. 


Conan tries to move his arms and legs, but he’s too weak. 
Any pain he feels is sucked down into his belly. His only 
emotion is HATE. And that hate is centered on a hazy 

flash of gold in the distance: the spire of a TALL TOWER. 
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Thirst-cracked lips part and a single name slips through. 


CONAN 
TaramiS... 


WE JUMP WIDE NOW: Conan, stark on the cross against an 
endless expanse of desert. He arches suddenly, screaming 
out. 


His voice echoes outward, and we flow with it, across 
bare rocks, over dunes. 


As we move, the sun and the moon track backwards across 
the sky, as if time were being wound in reverse. 


Finally, the motion in the sky stops and we come upon a 
CITY. 


SUPER: 


KHAURAN 
Three Days Earlier 


EXT. THE CITY OF KHAURAN - MOMENTS BEFORE DAWN 


Khauran is an Eastern fantasy of towers and onion domes 
against a sand-beige sky. A wealthy trading city on the 
edge of the caravan routes, one side laps at the desert 
while the other is hemmed in by snow-covered mountains. 


As we continue on, we hear that name spoken again - 
Taramis... Only it’s no longer Conan’s voice, but a 
woman’s - soft, seductive and vaguely threatening. 


WOMAN'S VOICE 
TaramisS... 


We follow this voice now, floating spirit-like toward a 
gold-spired tower, the one Conan saw from the desert. 
Just as we near a darkened window, the voice comes again. 


WOMAN'S VOICE 
Taramis! 


On that name, we jump inside the room as... 


INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 


A young woman bolts up in bed with gasp. She is no more 
than twenty, and beautiful enough to halt a man’s breath. 
She is TARAMIS, the queen of Khauran. 


Chest heaving, her eyes dart about the room like a 
frightened animal’s. Nothing there. A moment of relief, 
then suddenly that VOICE comes again - right next to her. 


WOMAN'S VOICE 
Don't you know me? 


Taramis twists around to see a FIGURE lunge at her! 


She screams, scrambles backward. The door flies open and 
an older woman hurries in. Her maid MALIA. 


MALIA 
My queen? Are you all right? 


Taramis looks frantically toward her bed but there is no 
one there. Just a full-length mirror showing her own 
reflection. Taramis sags. 


TARAMIS 
Tell Ketha I need to see him. Now. 


CUT TO: 
THE BURNING SUN as a FIGURE seems to emerge from the fire 
itself. 
EXT. DESERT - MORNING 


The figure is on horseback, his face nearly hidden in a 
black desert burnoose. 


He trots his horse up to the tall main gate of Khauran. 
It’s scarred by centuries of sandstorms and blistering 
sun. It’s called the Desolation Gate. 
EXT. DESOLATION GATE - CONTINUOUS 
A GUARD steps forward, pike extended. 
GUARD 
Halt! We've enough desert rats in 
Khauran. 
The guard juts his pike at the mounted figure’s eyes. He 
doesn’t flinch, not even when the sharp steel hooks the 
burnoose and starts to drag it down. 
He stops, when the EYES are revealed. Ice-blue and hard. 
CONAN’S EYES. 
GUARD 


You’re not one of Olgerd’s men. 
What’s your business here? 


CONAN 
My own. 


Conan answers softly, but the words are like a threat. 


CONAN 
And I'll pay to keep it that way. 
What’ll you take? Gold... 


Conan opens his left hand. In it is a small gold coin. 
Then comes the dry rasp of a blade leaving its sheathe. 
Conan’s right hand has pulled his sword half-free. 


CONAN 
<.. or steel? 


The guard stares at the blade, the coin. The eyes. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. KHAURAN - MOMENTS LATER 


Conan trots his horse into the city. Behind him the guard 
fingers the gold coin and slips it into his purse. 


Conan is swamped in the sounds and smells of a caravan 
city. Camels trains and horse-drawn carts rattling in 
from Zamora and Koth on their way to the Vilayet Sea. 


He rides into a wide plaza and dismounts. From here he 
can see the Towers of Khauran. They reach for the sky, 
one outdoing the next. Conan studies them, as if trying 
to pry away some secret. 


He looks about now, at the bustling people: a pair of 
city guards, hands tight on hilts; whores behind 
shimmering curtains. Then he sights a CUTPURSE slitting a 
saddlebag and stealing its contents. H’mm... 


WITH THE CUTPURSE, scanning the bazaar. His eyes fall on 
the wallet swinging from Conan’s belt. He edges through 
the crowd toward him. He reaches for it, slices the 
strap. A slight movement from Conan - did he feel that? 


No. He takes off through the crush, wallet in hand. 


INT. BAR - MOMENTS LATER 


It’s a thieves’ den, filled with drifting smoke and 
scarred men. The Cutpurse enters. Rummages through 
Conan’s purse. Slim pickings. Tosses a coin down. 


CUTPURSE 
A jug, Niko. Luck was with me this 
day. 


I took this off a big lumbering 
brute. Thought for a moment he 

felt my touch, but no one’s got 
fingers as nimble as these. 


He reaches for the jug and - 
THUNK! 
A knife blade plunges right between his splayed fingers! 


VOICE (0.S.) 
You've the fingers of a boy in a 
whorehouse. 


The Cutpurse looks up in terror to see a giant standing 
over him. CONAN tugs his burnoose free, unleashing his 
thick black hair. 


All eyes are on him as he takes the jug, drinks deep. His 
other hand rests on the cutpurse’s elbow. One shove and 
off come the fingers. 


CONAN 
Where’s your master? 


CUTPURSE 
I-I have none. 


Conan shoves. The thief screeches as the webbing between 
his fingers leaks crimson. He can’t help himself - in his 
pain, he looks into a corner where a tall man sits, 
flanked by thugs. 


He is the THIEF MASTER. He scrapes the nubs of a 
fingerless hand against his chin as he speaks. 


THIEF MASTER 
(of the cutpurse) 
That is my property and I would 
not see it damaged. What do you 
want? 


CONAN 
Information. 


THIEF MASTER 
That can be very expensive. 
(he appraises Conan) 
And by the looks of you, the gold 
my man stole was your last. 


CONAN 
It was. 


He swigs from the jug with a grimace. 


CONAN 
And I wouldn’t have spent it on 
piss like this. 


He shoves the man’s elbow again, sending the knife 
slicing deeper into his hand. 


CONAN 
I’ve heard of a treasure kept ina 
tower. A dozen rubies, the largest 
as big as a man’s fist. But you’ve 
many towers here. I’d know which 
one. 


His words are greeted with laughter. 


THIEF MASTER 
Now that information, that is 
free. Find you the highest tower 
in the city and at its very top, 
there is what you seek. 


CONAN 
Guards? 


THIEF MASTER 
Of course. How else could it be 
that a dozen rubies, the largest 
bigger than a man’s fist, have not 
found a new home. 


CONAN 
How many then? 


THIEF MASTER 
Only the dead know. 


Conan finishes the jug. 
CONAN 
(to the Cutpurse) 


You can keep your fingers. 


Conan steps away from the bar. The cutpurse drops to his 
knees, gibbering in pain. 


He makes to leave, but THREE THUGS block his path. 
THIEF MASTER 
The information came at no price. 
Leaving, on the other hand... 
Costly. Conan eyes the three men - their long knives, the 
distance between them - and TOSSES the empty jug at the 
Single lamp lighting the tavern! 


DARKNESS. 


The clang of metal. The THUCK of blade on flesh. And 
screams. 


A moment... then sparks flare as a small candle is lit. 
The candle bathes the frightened face of the Thief 
Master. He can just make out the bodies of his three 
thugs - one headless; one cut near in half; the third 
death-clutching his spouting neck. 

And then a FACE appears next to his in the flame’s glow. 
Conan. The bloody tip of his sword is at the man’s 
throat. The Thief Master looks up at Conan. Pleading. 


Conan smiles. But there’s no mercy in his eyes. Only 
steel. 


And — WHOOSH! - Down comes his blade. 
CUT TO: 


SMOKE rising into frame. Curling. Twisting. We are: 


INT. SOMEPLACE DARK - DAY 

As the smoke moves, IMAGES become visible within it, like 
3-dimensional shadows. They are difficult to comprehend - 
they warp and elongate with the drift of the smoke. 


These are visions called from across time and space: 


A man with no skin, a woman in childbirth; a wolf 
snarling. 


The SMOKE hangs thick about the shoulders of a man who 
sitting cross-legged before an altar. He raises his hands 
to the smoke again and an image coalesces: 


Khauran on fire. An apocalypse of burning towers and 
crumbling buildings. 


As the images play out, a door edges open and Taramis and 
Malia silently enter. 


Taramis halts when she sees the man, but it’s a new image 
in the smoke that catches her attention. 


CONAN'S EYES - a frigid blue coursing with anger. 


Just then, the man gestures with a hand and the images 
disappear. He speaks without turning. 


MAN 
Dreams again, oh queen? 


TARAMTS 
Yes. 


Now he turns, revealing himself in the flickering 
torchlight. He’s old. Not so much in his face or bearing, 
but in his eyes. His skin is dusky, his skull bald. His 
face and arms are covered with dozens of ritual scars. 


This is KETHA. High Priest of Khauran. 


KETHA 
Tell me. 


Taramis is a strong woman, but this man unnerves her. As 
she speaks, fragments of her dream appear. Not in the 
smoke, but as FLASHBACKS. 


TARAMTS 
It started like it always does. 
I’m standing before my mirror. 


FLASHBACK - Taramis looks into the mirror's depths. 
There's something off about her reflection. The face 
seems harsher, crueler. 


TARAMTS 
Then it happens. 


FLASHBACK - The reflection in the mirror SPEAKS - 


MIRROR TARAMIS 
Don’t you know me? 


- and then STEPS OUT of the mirror! The Mirror Taramis 
grabs the queen and shoves her to the bed. She pulls out 
a knife. 


TARAMTS 
I looked up at myself. Full of 
hate. And through a crack in the 
wall I could see the crescent moon 
outside. And when I look back, I 
saw that the moon’s shadow had 
appeared over her... my... breast. 


FLASHBACK - a perfect crescent shadow, no more than an 
inch long is formed on the skin over the breast of the 
Mirror Taramis. 


KETHA 
And then? 


FLASHBACK - The Mirror Taramis stabs the knife down! 


Ketha glances at Malia. The two share a look - this means 
something to them. 


Taramis shivers as Ketha casts his mind back to 


visions. 


TARAMTS 
Are my physicians right, Ketha? Am 
I so afraid of failing my people? 
Are nightmares just the ghosts of 
our fears? 


KETHA 
No. Not these. These are sendings. 
Threats. 


TARAMIS 
From who? Constantius? 


KETHA 
Constantius is a sword, no more. 
There’s someone else out there. 
Someone powerful enough to command 
your dreams. 


TARAMIS 
What do they want? My throne? 


KETHA 
No. They want you destroyed. 


TARAMTS 
How can you know this? 


KETHA 
I saw it. 


KETHA 
The people were gathered to hear 
you declare your intentions toward 
Constantius. And then... I saw the 
city afire. Burned to the ground. 


TARAMIS 
Does it have to be, what you saw? 


KETHA 
It is a possibility. No more. 


TARAMTS 
(strong) 
Then it is a possibility that 
cannot occur. What do I do? 


KETHA 
Perhaps the gods have already 
shown you a path. When you 
entered, you saw smoke in the air. 
(she nods) 
And something else...? 


his 
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TARAMIS 
Eyes. They were very blue. Not the 
eyes of Khauran. 


KETHA 
Those eyes belong to a man who 
will stand between you and what 
you saw in your dreams. 


TARAMIS 
How do I find him? 


Ketha turns his back to Taramis, his head vanishing again 
in the haze of smoke. 


KETHA 
You don’t. He will find you. 


CUT TO: 


FINGERS digging into stone. We are: 


EXT. SOMEPLACE HIGH - SAME 


A hundred feet in the air, as Conan free climbs the 
tallest tower in Khauran. A rope with a hook is thrown 
over his shoulder. 


He hugs the wall at sounds below him: a warrior flanked 
by ten others is riding by on his way to the Royal 
Palace. It’s CONSTANTIUS, whom we last saw crucifying 
Conan. When they’re past, Conan continues on. 


At last he pulls himself up over a low wall and drops to 
his feet on an outer walkway. He sucks in air - even for 
him this was hard. 


Windows ring the upper tower but are smokily opaque. Then 
he spies a DOOR. He tries the knob. It’s unlocked. 
Immediately suspicious, Conan draws his sword and slowly 
eases it open. 


INT. TOWER - CONTINUOUS 


Silently he slips inside. Before him hang silk curtains, 
beyond which dances the hazy light of a dozen braziers. 


He pushes back the silk... and smiles. The room is HEAPED 
WITH TREASURE. Piled silver; chests erupting with coins. 
Sacks of diamonds and sapphires. 
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EXT. PALACE HALL - SAME 


Taramis and Malia have just emerged from the lower depths 
of the Palace. Ketha’s words still weigh heavily upon 
her. 


She turns at a commotion in the courtyard. It’s 
Constantius. 


CONSTANTIUS 
(to the guards) 
I will enter! 


Taramis is not pleased to see him but she waves him 
forward. 


TARAMIS 
Lord Constantius... walk with me. 


INT. TOWER - NIGHT 


Conan wades through mounds of gold. Not what he’s after. 
Then he spies a small metal chest on a stand. Opens it. 


Yes. A DOZEN LARGE RUBIES glint in the firelight. 


As he reaches for the largest one, he notices something 
in its faceted surface. A reflection, in motion. 


There’s something behind him. 


Conan leaps out of the way, just as an enormous shapes 
lunges at him! It hurtles past, barely missing him. He 
rolls to his feet and comes face to face with - 


CONAN 
--+-Crom... 


- a gigantic SPIDER. Eight hairy legs drive an ogreish 
body as large as a pig. Caught in its foul web are the 
curdled and mummified remains of the others who have 
tried the towers defenses before him. 


It comes for him again, trailing a rope-thick strand of 
silk behind it! The strand sticks to the wall, oozing pus- 
thick glue. Conan slices hard at the beast, his sword 
stroke severing a leg. 


The spider screeches, its bulbous body smashing through a 
window before it clambers back out of reach. 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. KHAURAN STREET - NIGHT 


The shards from the window fall through space, showering 
the Captain of the Guard, VALERIUS (20s) and his men. 
Valerius sees the commotion above. Calls to his men. 


VALERIUS 
To me! 


INT. TOWER - SAME 


The spider scuttles along the ceiling, spewing webbing. 
Conan leaps and dodges, but the room’s getting smaller and 
smaller as the hanging strands begin to hem him in. Conan 
jerks aside as a strand rockets for his face but his back 
brushes a sticky snare. 


HE’S CAUGHT. 

The spider swings in for the kill, a demon light in its 
eyes. Desperate, Conan looks for a weapon, grabs at a 
huge chest spilling with coins. 

What three normal men couldn’t do, Conan does. He heaves 
the chest up, muscles straining to the snapping point. 
With a roar he hurls it at the loathsome creature! 


A sickening crunch, and the spider’s body bursts in an 
explosion of golden coins and thick purple blood. 


Breathing hard, Conan stares at the still twitching 
creature in disgust. He cuts himself free of the webbing 
and moves to the chest of rubies. 


Just as his hand is about to close about the largest of 
them - BAM! - the door bursts open. 


It’s Valerius and the guards! 


VALERIUS 
DON'T MOVE! 


Conan moves. He hooks his rope to a pillar, runs out the 
balcony door and LEAPS INTO SPACE! 


VALERIUS 
Mitra...! 
EXT. TOWER - CONTINUOUS 
Conan falling... 


Ten feet, twenty, thirty, wind rushing by... 
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WHUMP! The rope snaps taut, nearly tearing his arm off. 


ON THE BALCONY, Valerius sees Conan swinging below. Spies 
the rope. Raises his sword... 


ON CONAN, seeing what’s about to happen. He starts to run 
along the tower wall in a wide swinging arc just as - 


VALERIUS BRING HIS SWORD DOWN! 


Conan hits the top of the swing as the rope parts! He 
hurtles through space and slams into the nearby roof. 


Tiles shatter beneath his feet, then he’s up, running 
fast across the roof. 


Valerius screams down to his men on the ground. 


VALERIUS 
GET HIM! 


INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN - SAME 


All is quiet here. Exotic plants are woven into a 
landscape of pools and mirrors. 


Through it walk Taramis and Constantius. Behind them, her 
guards stare daggers at Constantius’s soldiers. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Have you considered my proposal to 
join our houses? 


TARAMTS 
“Join our houses.” You mean, have 
I decided whether or not to 
surrender the throne to you? 


CONSTANTIUS 
I would not use the word 
‘surrender.’ ‘Share’, perhaps. 


Taramis smiles thinly, points out a window to the 
campfires of an ARMY in the valley below. 


TARAMTS 
Some men, when courting, bring 
flowers. You, on the other hand, 
brought an army. I think 
‘surrender’ quite appropriate. 
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EXT. KHAURAN ROOFTOPS - SAME 


A full-out chase now, Conan sprinting the rooftops as 
guards fire at him from the street while others clamber 
after him on the roof. 


A guard climbs up just in front of Conan; Conan boots him 
in the face and he crashes to the road below. 


Then a leap, and Conan disappears into the darkness of 
another roof. The guards halt for a moment - where did he 
go? - then the lead guard makes the jump. Just as he’s 
about to land - 


- Conan emerges from the darkness, sword swinging, and 
cuts him in half in mid-air! 


The body falls away, and Conan is off again in a storm of 
arrows. 


INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN - SAME 


CONSTANTIUS 

It pains me that such a thought 
crosses your mind. Since your 
father’s death, the world has 
grown treacherous. Even Olgerd’s 
desert vermin dare to dream of 
taking back the land your father 
took from them. 

(forceful) 
Khauran needs a firm hand, 
Taramis. Upon your word, my men 
will become your men; their lives, 
your lives. Together, we will make 
her strong again. As your father 
would have wished. 


EXT. KHAURAN ROOFTOPS - SAME 


Up ahead, a final darkened rooftop and a twenty-foot leap 
to get there. 


Conan doesn’t hesitate, runs flat-out, muscles bunching, 
launching and... he makes it, feet landing hard! He looks 
backward - no chance the guards try that one. He allows 
himself a small smile - 


- and then the roof cracks beneath his feet! It’s made of 
glass! 
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INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN - SAME 


TARAMIS 
Pretty words. I will answer them 
in two days time when I address 


the city. 
CONSTANTIUS 
(low, with a hint of 
threat) 


Choose wisely, Taramis. Your 
kingdom depends on it. 


Before she can reply, THE SKY FALLS IN! 


Glass rains down around her as a MAN drops to the ground 
a dozen paces away! 


CONAN lands like a cat, quickly taking in the garden 
around him and the woman staring at him in fear. 


The moment holds - Conan a lithe statue; Taramis 
frightened, but staring at... his eyes. 


A MEMORY FLASH - she sees those BLUE EYES again. 


TARAMTS 
You. 


Conan looks at her - she knows him? Then the guards come 
rushing at him through the trees. Constantius draws his 
sword while Valerius drops down after him. 


With animal speed, Conan covers the distance between him 
and Taramis. The tip of his knife goes up under her chin. 
The guards draw back on their bows, ready to skewer him. 


CONAN 
Don't. 


A simple warning: I die, she dies. 


Taramis looks up at the man clutching her: scarred, 
chiseled face; eyes scanning her guards without a trace 
of fear. 


TARAMTS 
Put your weapons down. 


The bows are lowered. Those blue eyes stare down at her. 
This is the man from the vision, no doubt. But his knife 
is still pressed hard against her throat. 


TARAMIS 
They won't harm you. 
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A bargain offered: now will you harm me? What could be a 
flash of amusement crosses his face - he needs no such 
assurances from her. 


CONAN 
I know. 


And with that, Conan shoves her aside and LEAPS THROUGH A 
WINDOW to the street outside! 


By the time the guards get there, he is gone, lost in the 
nighttime crowd. 


VALERIUS 
My queen! Are you all right?! 


TARAMIS 
Yes... yes. 


Valerius spins on Constantius, sword aimed at him. 


VALERIUS 
That was your man! 


Suddenly swords are drawn - Constantius’s soldiers 
squaring off against the queen’s guard. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Watch your tongue. If I’d wanted 
her dead, he’d’ve slit her throat. 


TARAMTS 
(to Valerius) 
He’s right. I don’t who he was, 
but bring him to me. Alive. 


EXT. KHAURAN STREET - LATER THAT NIGHT 


Guards push their way through the streets, pinning people 
against the wall, checking faces. 


As they pass, a FIGURE emerges from the shadows. Conan. 
He cares nothing for the guards. Instead his attention is 
drawn to the golden tower - TARAMIS’S CHAMBER. He stares 
at it, mind working. 

INT. QUEEN'S ANTECHAMBER/BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Valerius reports in to Taramis. 


TARAMTS 
Well? 


VALERIUS 
No. But we'll find him. 
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His answer troubles her. Time is running out. She turns 
to the window, stares down at Constantius’s army. 


TARAMTS 
Valerius... If it came to it, 
could we hold against that? 


VALERIUS 
My men and I will fight to the 
last breath for you. 


TARAMIS 
That’s not what I asked. Could we 
hold? 

VALERIUS 


I don’t know. 
Taramis nods. 


Valerius bows, exits. When he’s gone, Taramis deflates. A 
day full of news, all bad. 


She enters her bedroom. Curtains blow in the breeze, 
revealing an empty window seat. She drops her gown, 
stepping naked into the moonlight. 


But as she moves towards her bed, we see the window seat 
is no longer empty: there’s now a man standing on it! 


Conan. 


Eyes keen, he silently watches Taramis slip on her robe 
and go about readying her bed. There’s no civilized 
crudity to his admiration - his gaze is open and 
elemental. Taramis is simply beautiful. 


Taramis cinches her robe shut, turns about and suddenly 
gasps at the sight of him. In that moment he drops down 
from the window into the light. 


She stumbles back, and when she finally finds voice to 
call for her guards - 


CONAN 
Don’t. I'd just kill them. 


Conan starts toward her. 


TARAMTS 
Who are you? How did you get in 
here? 

CONAN 


The window. 
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Taramis glances out the window, it’s an impossible climb 
of 200 feet. She looks back at him in disbelief: 


TARAMIS 
You climbed up here? Who are you? 


CONAN 
I am Conan. 


Taramis backs up, knocking against the bed. 


TARAMTS 
What is it you want from me? 


CONAN 
(simply) 
Gold. Whoever marched that army 
here would doubtless fill a tent 
with it for you. 


TARAMIS 
You would sell me?! 


CONAN 
Like I’d sell a horse. 


Conan now towers over her. He reaches out a hand and a 
tiny breath escapes her throat. He smiles, then lets his 
hand fall through her locks. More to unnerve her, but 
still, she is lovely. 


She twists away, her arms crossed over her breasts. 


CONAN 
Don’t worry. You are beautiful. 
But not that beautiful. I’ve never 
taken a woman didn’t want to be 
taken. 


The truth of his words allows them to sting. ‘Not that 
beautiful?’ 


Conan changes topics like switching weapons. 


CONAN 
You acted earlier as if you knew 
me. How? 


TARAMIS 
I was mistaken. 


CONAN 
(forceful) 
How? 


TARAMIS 
I recognized you from a... a 
vision. 


Conan is interested. It’s not unheard of. 


Conan considers her words. He looks about him, 


CONAN 
So that is why you ordered your 
men not to fire on me? 


TARAMTS 
My life is in danger. I thought 
you'd been sent to help me. 


CONAN 
What kind of danger? 


TARAMTS 
Someone has sent me dreams 
threatening to kill me and destroy 
my kingdom. 


at the 


trappings of a queen’s chamber. Silks and gold and 


Silver... 


Comes to a decision. 


CONAN 
I will be your eyes. 


His turnabout catches her by surprise. She ripostes 


quickly. 


TARAMIS 
My eyes? A moment ago you were 
going to sell me for a tent of 
gold. 


Conan’s eyes sparkle. She gives as good as she gets. 


CONAN 
I still might. But your gods sent 
you a vision and I’ve learned to 
tread lightly on their shadows. 
But this is what you will pay me - 
the value of the rubies you took 
from me. 


TARAMTS 
(outraged) 
That I took from you! Valerius 
Said you were nothing but a common 
thief. 


CONAN 
He was right. 
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TARAMIS 
And what of the ruby you did 
steal? Was that not payment 
enough? 


CONAN 
Don’t look to me for your gem. 
Question your guardsmen. They’re 
an ill-paid lot. Now what’s your 
answer? 


Taramis hesitates, torn. Something about Conan scares 
her, but those eyes.... they draw her in. Finally: 


TARAMIS 
How can I trust you? 


Conan smiles. Leans in, his lips close to her ear. 


CONAN 
You’re a queen. You can’t trust 
anyone. 


EXT. CONSTANTIUS’S CAMP - NIGHT 


Constantius gallops into camp. His men are a rough- 
looking bunch, ill-shaven and well-armed. He dismounts 
and storms into his tent. 


INT. CONSTANTIUS'S TENT - CONTINUOUS 


As he begins to strip off his armor someone calls to him 
from behind a silk curtain. 


VOICE (0:82) 
You’re back soon. Did you fail to 
win her heart? 


The lilting sarcasm of a cruel soul. We recognize the 
source - it’s the same WOMAN’S VOICE that haunted 
Taramis’s nightmares. 


CONSTANTIUS 

(furious) 
Some hulking thief fell through 
the roof before we'd finished 
talking. And then she shunted me 
aside and told that fool Valerius 
to bring him back to her alive. I 
wouldn’t have thought her that 
weak. 
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WOMAN (0.S.) 
(thoughtful) 
No... Nor I. What did he look 
like, this thief? 
CONSTANTIUS 
Some Northern ape. 
WOMAN (0.S.) 
His eyes... did you see them? 
CONSTANTIUS 
You take me for some Zamoran 
decadent? 
WOMAN (O.S. ) 
(impatient) 


Did you see them? 


CONSTANTIUS 
Yes, I suppose. They were blue, I 
think. why? 


WOMAN (O.S.) 
Perhaps the queen has come to heed 
her dreams. She thinks he can save 
her. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Not likely. But why send them 
anyway? Your amusement? Put 
Taramis on her guard and it'll 
just make it that much harder to 
get my men through when the time 
comes. 


WOMAN (0.S.) 
(sharp) 
Yes, for my amusement. And because 
it matters not at all. They can 
guard every gate and window, but 
as Taramis will see, there's 
always a door somewhere. 


Constantius drops the last piece of armor to the ground. 
He pushes aside the silk to enter the next room. 


There's no one there. 


It’s empty except for a nude man lying on Constantius’s 
bed. Disgusted, Constantius makes to wake him. But the 
moment he touches him, the body flops over, dead. There's 
not a mark on him, but his mouth is stretched wide in a 
frozen scream, as if he died in terrible fear. 
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Constantius jerks back in revulsion, just as a HAND lands 
on his shoulder. Where there was no one moments before, 
there’s now a WOMAN pressed up against him from behind. 


She speaks, her face hidden by a fall of black hair. 


WOMAN 
I’m sorry. I borrowed one of your 
soldiers. I hope you don’t mind. 


CONSTANTIUS 
No. Of course not. 


The woman drags her nails down Constantius’s hip. 


WOMAN 
Let me make it up to you. This 
night, I will be your Taramis... 


INT. CASTLE - DAY 


VALERIUS 
You can’t be serious. The thief? 
We can keep you safe. 


Taramis is walking with Valerius. 


TARAMIS 
From steel, I would trust you with 
my life. But my mind is made on 
this. 
(beat) 
For some reason the gods crossed 
his path with mine. 


INT. ARMORY - SAME 
Conan is constructing a sword. He’s got seven blades 


spread out before him, is taking the pommel off another. 
He balances one blade on an outstretched hand. 


CONAN 
Khitan steel. 

ARMORER 
You've an eye. 

CONAN 


My father was a smith. 


ARMORER 
He taught you well, then. That’s 
the best I have. Most pass it up 
for Hyrkanian. 
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Conan deftly swings up the finished sword with such speed 
the airs itself seems to tear in two. 


CONAN 
Most men are fools. 


The ARMORER suddenly bows, as Taramis and Valerius enter. 
Conan is dressed now in a blue steel chain hauberk, a 
kilt of overlapping leather straps and polished greaves. 
Taramis can’t help but admire the change. 


TARAMIS 
I see you no longer look quite the 
thief. 

CONAN 


Today I’m not one. 


TARAMTS 
Conan, this is Valerius, the 
Captain of the Guard. 


CONAN 
We've met. 


TARAMTS 
Valerius, Conan. For the next two 
days he will be in charge of my 
security. 


Conan and Valerius eye each other. No love lost. Valerius 
tries a last plea. 


VALERIUS 
(of Conan’s new 
armor ) 
Majesty, a snake is still a snake 
even though it sheds his skin. 
This man is a cutthroat. He killed 
three of my men - 


CONAN 
Two. The ground took the other. 


VALERIUS 
Son of a bitch! 


Valerius lunges; Conan aims his blade low, to gut. 
Taramis steps between them. 


TARAMTS 
Stop! Both of you! 
(to Valerius, then 


Conan) 
As you love me... as you value 
your purse... you will work 


together. 
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Valerius steps back, nods curtly. Conan lowers his blade. 


CONAN 
It’s your gold. 
(to Valerius) 
Gather your men in the courtyard. 
I promise not to kill any of them. 


EXT. CASTLE COURTYARD - DAY 


The courtyard spreads out from the magnificent main steps 
of the castle. 50 or so CASTLE GUARDS stand at attention. 


CONAN 
What kind of threat is this 
Constantius? 

VALERIUS 


When Taramis’s father died, that 
left him with the largest force in 
Khauran. 5,000 men and 300 horse. 
In his mind that makes him king. 
So he'll either marry the throne 
or try to take it by force. 


EXT. NORTHERN (PROVIDENCE) GATE - DAY 


The Guard who took Conan’s bribe looks up to see a richly- 
armed warrior ride up with Valerius and half a dozen 
guards. He double-takes when he sees it’s Conan. 


CONAN 
Get him out of here. 


He’s dragged off, replaced by two others. Through the 
gate can be seen Constantius’s army encamped outside. 


CONAN 
Close ‘em. 


The guards shut the gates with a great creak. 


CONAN 
Close ‘em all! 


MONTAGE BEGINS 


ALL AROUND THE CITY, gates boom shut. Portcullises drop. 
Draw bridges are drawn up. Huge wagons filled with stone 
and timber are rolled into place, blocking all the 
thoroughfares into the main plaza. Khauran’s being sewn 
up tight. 


On the parapet encircling Taramis’s tower Conan positions 
each of his archers. 
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CONAN 
Three down here, two up there. 
(pointing to the roof 
of a close building) 
You see anyone on the wall, shoot 
‘em. 


Just then one of the guards comes running. 


GUARD 
It’s Constantius. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. PROVIDENCE GATE - A LITTLE LATER 
Conan and Valerius arrive. 


CONAN 
I say a bag of gold to the man who 
puts an arrow in his throat. 


VALERIUS 
In Khauran, we don’t kill men 
under safe-conduct. 


CONAN 
Where I’m from, we’ve sense enough 
to kill a scorpion before it 
crawls into our boot. 


VALERIUS 
Let me handle this. 
(to the guards) 
Open the gate. 


They do. Constantius waits outside on horseback, arced by 
twenty men. 


CONSTANTIUS 


(angry ) 
What game is this, Valerius? 


VALERIUS 
No game. My lord. There will be no 
entrance to the city until the 
Queen’s proclamation tomorrow. 


CONSTANTIUS 
I will see the queen. 


Conan steps forward, hand on sword. 
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CONAN 
You'll see the hilt of my sword in 
your gut if you don’t turn that 
nag around. 


CONSTANTIUS 
What are you, that think to speak 
to your betters so? 


CONAN 
Come down and find out. 


VALERIUS 
Conan! 


Constantius canters forward until his horse looms over 
Conan. His eyes narrow in sudden recognition. 


CONSTANTIUS 
You're the one from the garden! 
What is this, Valerius? 


VALERIUS 
The queen's orders, Constantius, 
and therefore none of your affair. 
Now turn your horse around. Your 
time to see her will come. 


It seems for a moment Constantius might push the issue 
further, but he’s outnumbered. With a last glare at 
Conan, he wheels his horse about and is off. 


VALERIUS 
I said I would handle this! 


CONAN 
We should have killed him. 


VALERIUS 
In front of his army!? They’d be 
over the walls in an hour. 


CONAN 
An hour, a week, what does it 
matter? They’re coming and you 
know it as well as I do. 


INT. KETHA’S SANCTUM - EVENING 


Ketha is poring over scrolls when Malia walks in. He is 
not pleased to see her. She braves forward. 


MALIA 
We should tell her. 


KETHA 
Tell her what? That we failed her 
father and thus failed her? 


MALTA 
If that is the truth, then - 


KETHA 
Is it the truth? Have you seen 
anything with your own eyes? 


MALIA 
But her dreams! The crescent - 


His words grow clipped with impatience. 


KETHA 
Is troubling, yes. But there are 
others with the power to send 
these dreams. Thoth-Amon, the 
Black Circle... I think it far 
more likely to look to them than 
to some child doubtless swallowed 
by the desert. And you, you would 
be better served to - 


MALIA 
(interrupting) 
What if the desert didn’t kill 
her? 
KETHA 


Then our warnings, her dealings 
with this barbarian, will mean 
nothing. 


INT. TARAMIS’S ANTECHAMBER - NIGHT 


Taramis turns at the opening of her door. It’s Conan. 


enters, spies wine in a chest. Pours himself some. 


TARAMIS 
Where you’re from, do they not ask 
before taking? 


CONAN 
(matter of fact) 
No. 


He kills the wine in a single long swig. 


CONAN 
The guards are set and we sent 
Constantius back to his tent with 
his tail between his legs. 
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He 
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TARAMTS 
(amused) 
I heard. You shouldn’t have done 
that. But I’m glad you did. 


Conan tips his cup to her, pours another for himself and 
one for her. He holds it out. She hesitates, then takes 
it, her fingers lightly brushing his. 


TARAMIS 
(trying to get a bead 
on him) 
It matters nothing to you that I 
am a queen. 


CONAN 
You're a woman first. 


She looks away at the sudden spark in Conan’s eyes. When 
she glances back, he’s shifted position once more. 


CONAN 
And besides, I was told once I 
would be a king one day. If I can 
wear a crown, then no one need bow 
to royalty. 


TARAMTS 
A thief who would be a king. 


CONAN 
Why not? Few come by their thrones 
honestly. 


Taramis laughs at the blunt truth of his statement. 


TARAMIS 
Where are you from, Conan? 


CONAN 
Cimmeria. My village was far from 
here, that way. 


He points out the window toward the far off mountains. 


TARAMTS 
‘Was’? 


CONAN 
It’s gone now. 


The tiniest hint of sadness pokes through, drowned by 
another cup of wine. Taramis is drawn to that small 
window into his soul. She steps closer to him. 


TARAMTS 
Why did you come here? 
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CONAN 
You. 


TARAMIS 
I don’t understand. 


CONAN 
Word travels, caravan to caravan, 
thief to thief. ‘The king of 
Khauran is dead. A queen rules 
now.’ 


Taramis tilts her head, not quite seeing. 


CONAN 
Khauran is weak. 


Taramis’s hackles are raised. She draws herself straight. 


TARAMIS 
Because the queen is weak. All 
queens, or just me? 


CONAN 
In Cimmeria, women are strong, but 
they do not rule. 


TARAMIS 
Perhaps that’s why your people are 
no more. 

CONAN 


Perhaps. Why then do you open your 
legs to that fool outside your 
gate? 


Taramis can barely believe what she’s hearing. 


TARAMIS 
Open my legs to Constantius!? How 
dare you?! Curb your tongue 
barbarian, or vision or no, I'll 
have you crucified! 


CONAN 
Will you? 
Taramis is steel. 
TARAMIS 
Yes. 
Conan measures her. 
CONAN 


I believe you. That’s good. 
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Taramis tries not to show her confusion. One moment she 
thinks she has him pegged, the next he turns the tables 
on her. 


Conan draws near, his bulk looming over her. This time 
she allows the closeness, even feels herself drawn to it. 


CONAN 
So why hesitate with your answer? 


She meets his eyes, all raw desire. He’s no longer 
talking about Constantius. 


TARAMIS 
It’s complicated. 


CONAN 
Nothing is complicated. 


With that, Conan takes her in his arms and locks his 
mouth to hers. When he releases her, she looks at him in 
shock - 


- and SLAPS him hard! The two stare at each other, 
Conan’s eyes bright, Taramis breathing heavily. 


And then she comes to him, throwing her hands behind his 
head, drawing his face down to hers. 


CUT TO: 


TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 


The door flies open. Conan storms in with Taramis in his 

arms. He thrusts her down to the bed, chest heaving. With 
a savage tug, he tears the chain mail from his shoulders, 
leather thongs snapping. 


She looks up at him in disbelief that he is there, that 
she has allowed him to be there, that she wants him to be 
there. 


But she does. She gives in then completely, grabbing him 
by the belt, pulling him down onto her, into her... 


EXT. KHAURAN - NIGHT 


A red crescent moon hangs like a bloody scimitar over the 
landscape. On one side, the city, its walls lit by a 
thousand torches. On the other, the campfires of 
Constantius’s army. Two giants, poised. 
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EXT. CONSTANTIUS’S CAMP - SAME 


One soldier stirs, sensing something: a wind gathering. 
With a sudden rush, it blows through the camp. 


We flow with it, toward a strange FOG BANK hugging the 
river. As we enter it, the fog seems to pulled along, 
toward the city. 


EXT. PARAPETS - SAME 


A pair of guards watch uneasily as the fog begins to 
creep up the wall. 


GUARD 1 
What the hell? 


Like a breaking wave, it rolls over the parapets. 
Instantly, their world turns dead white. The guards can’t 
see a foot ahead of them. 


Then - a flicker of movement. And another. DARK SHADOWS 
pass all around them. 


There’s something in the fog with them. 
GUARD 2 
(scared) 


What was that? 


And then the fog is gone, rolling down into the city. 
The guards stare at each other, unhurt, but spooked. 


GUARD 1 


I don’t know. But I’m not saying a 
word. Not a damn word. 


EXT. KHAURAN - MORNING 


The hot desert sun is already beating down. 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM - MORNING 


Conan is shrugging on his chain mail. As he reties the 
thongs, he looks down at Taramis, asleep and lovely. 
There’s a troubled thoughtfulness to his gaze. This was 
no simple conquest. 


But then she stirs. He turns aside, putting his feelings 
away like the sheathing of a sword. 


TARAMTS 
Conan? 
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CONAN 
I'll be outside with the guards. 
When you're ready, we'll be at 
your side the whole way. 
He makes for the door. Wanting to keep him there, knowing 
she can’t, she throws out a question to hold him for a 
last moment. 
TARAMIS 
Why are there no queens in 
Cimmeria? 
He pauses, turns with a grim smile. 
CONAN 
They’re slow to kill. But once 
they taste blood... they would 
drown the world in it. 


Conan leaves, the door shutting behind him. 


EXT. COURTYARD - MORNING 


The great courtyard is being swept, flowers placed, etc. 


EXT. PROVIDENCE GATE - MORNING 
GUARD 1 looks through a peephole. Sees something. 


GUARD 1 
It’s Constantius. 


GUARD 2 
Let ‘em in. 


The gate opens and Constantius and his retainers trot in. 


INT. TARAMTS'’S BEDROOM - MORNING 

Taramis stands before her mirror. She studies her image 
as if it held an answer to her problems. She comes to a 
conclusion. 


TARAMTS 
No. 


Her decision made, a weight drops from her shoulders. 


TARAMIS 
Malia? 


Instead of Malia, a different maid, JENNA, appears. 
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JENNA 
She’s not here, ma’am. 


Taramis is put out, but points to a gown. 


TARAMTS 
All right. Prepare that one, 
Jenna. 


Taramis goes into her bathroom, starts working on her 
hair. 


INT. MALIA’S QUARTERS - MORNING 


Malia sits on the edge of her bed, troubled. She finally 
comes to a conclusion and leaves her room. 


INT. HALL OUTSIDE TARAMIS’S ROOM 


Conan paces, hand on his sword. Half a dozen guards are 
with him. He turns at fast footsteps. Valerius. 


VALERIUS 
We’ve got a problem. Two of my men 
didn’t report in. They were posted 
in the Queen’s Garden. 


A quick calculation, then Conan instructs the guards. 


CONAN 
When she’s ready, five go with 
her, one stays on the door. 
(to Valerius) 
Let’s go. 


EXT. COURTYARD 


Constantius and his men take stations at the top of the 
stairs where Taramis will speak. A CROWD has begun to 
gather in the plaza below the steps. 


Constantius’s LIEUTENANT leans in to him. 


LIEUTENANT 
My lord, what are your orders, 
should she deny your suit? 


CONSTANTIUS 
Her answer, yes or no, makes not 
the slightest difference in the 
world. 
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INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN 


Conan and Valerius reach the door to the Queen’s Garden. 
Conan kicks the door open. Eyes narrow at what they see: 


The vast indoor garden is filled entirely with fog. 


The same mist that flowed over the parapets smothers the 
trees and flowers, dulls all sound. 


Conan motions to Valerius, and the two split up. In 
seconds, both are swallowed in white. 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 


The maid curls the gown over her arm and heads for the 
bathroom. On the way, she passes Taramis’s mirror. And 
halts. There’s something curious in the glass. Something 
off. She leans toward it, closer, closer... 


INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN 


WITH VALERIUS as a shadow thickens behind him. He feels 
it, wheels about, but there’s nothing there. 


ELSEWHERE, another shadows resolves into... Conan. He has 
comes to a pool of water. It’s stained a bitter crimson. 


Blood. 


He stabs the water with his blade and TWO DEAD FACES pop 
to the surface! Just as he yells - 


CONAN 
VALERIUS! 


WHOOSH! - a BLADE arcs out of fog toward him! Conan ducks 
as it slices overhead, missing by a hair. 


Conan lashes out, but his sword catches nothing but mist. 
Another hissing slash hacks a red line across his back. 
He roars in anger, eyes searching vainly. 


He stills, slowing his breathing to a stop. Listening... 


Then comes the slightest sound. THERE! Conan thrusts his 
sword out, viper-fast. With a thuck it STICKS into the 
fog! Blood sheets down the blade. Conan tugs backward and 
a BODY drops out of the mist. 


It’s a man, dressed in fog-gray silk, with the exotic 
features of Far Eastern shores. 
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And then they come for him, emerging from the mist, half 
a dozen of his brethren, blades singing through the air. 


As they close in on Conan, Valerius emerges from the 
trees. He drops one assassin, squares off against 
another. 

The remaining four hack and slash at Conan. They’re good, 
timing their moves to keep him off balance, but Conan 
1S $ 

Conan. 

A parry sends one blade sliding off into another man’s 
groin. An upward slash guts a third, and a backhand 
buries a foot-long knife in a fourth man’s throat. Conan 
nails the last assassin to a tree with his sword. 
Valerius is about run a wounded man through, when: 


CONAN 
No! Alive. 
INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 
Taramis returns to her bedroom. It’s empty. 


TARAMTS 
Jenna? 


Then the breath catches in her throat. There’s a pool of 
blood on the floor. Her eyes follow its path backward. 
Impossibly, it’s cascading from inside the mirror. 


Rigid with fear, she looks further: there’s no reflection 
at all. But what she can see stops her heart. 


Her maid is splayed out, throat slit, IN THE MIRROR! 
Suddenly - 


VOICE 
Don't you know me? 


Taramis spins to find herself facing... herself. 


INT. QUEEN'S GARDEN 


Conan yanks the wounded assassin up by his hair. His 
words are like bludgeons. 


CONAN 
WHO?! 


The man spits blood in Conan’s face. 
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A blur and Conan’s sword takes the man’s hand off! 


CONAN 
WHO SENT YOU!? 


The man’s words are thick with agony. 


ASSASSIN 
Con... stantius. 


With a snarl, Conan chops through the assassin’s neck, 
tosses the head aside. 


CONAN 
Let's go. 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 


Taramis stands face to face with her exact double in 
features, hair, voice. But not eyes. The ones watching 
her glitter with reptilian malice. 


She grabs Taramis by the throat, slamming her hard 
against the bedpost. Taramis gapes as she’s lifted 
effortlessly off her feet. 


But it’s what she sees on the skin above the woman’s 
breast that takes her breath away: a BIRTHMARK in the 
shape of a crescent moon. Just like her dream. 


The woman leans in, smiling awfully. 


WOMAN 
Don’t you know your own beloved 
sister? 

TARAMIS 


I have no sister. 


WOMAN 
You do now. 


With that she heaves Taramis through the air. Taramis 
crashes into the wall. As she drifts toward 
unconsciousness, the last thing she sees is the woman 
raise her hands in the air and pronounce: 


SALOME 
I AM SALOME. 
INT. HALL OUTSIDE TARAMIS’S ROOM - SAME 
The guards hear a cry from the bedroom. They reach for 


the door just as it opens, revealing what seems to be 
Taramis. 


GUARD 
Your majesty, are you - 


“TARAMTS” 
Come. It’s time to make my 
intentions known. 


They start down the hallway, when Malia hurries 


MALIA 
My queen... 


“TARAMIS” 
Yes, Malia? 


MALIA 
I have something I need to tell 
you. 


“TARAMTS” 
There are people waiting on my 
words. 
MALIA 
(desperate) 
Please... it's about your dreams. 
She stops. Her dreams? She indicates a DOOR. 


“TARAMIS” 
Inside. 


INT. ROOM OFF THE HALL - CONTINUOUS 


“TARAMTS” 
Speak quickly. 
MALIA 
I think I know who has sent them 
to you. 
“TARAMTS” 
You do? And how is that? 
MALIA 
Because... it’s my fault. 


Malia bows her head in shame. “Taramis” places a 


comforting hand on her shoulder. 


“TARAMIS” 
Then accept my thanks. 


MALIA 
(not understanding) 
My queen...? 


up. 
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Malia’s eyes suddenly widen. Her voice locks in her 
throat. 


There’s a knife in her belly! 


She looks up in utter horror and confusion. Sees the 
evil light in Taramis’s eyes and knows: 


MALIA 
Salome... 


SALOME 
Yes. 


Then she slides to the floor, dead. 


INT. ELSEWHERE IN THE CASTLE - SAME 


Conan and Valerius run full out. 


EXT. COURTYARD - MOMENTS LATER 


Those assembled at the top of the stair rise as the woman 
they believe to be Taramis sweeps in with her guard. 


Constantius eyes her keenly. She nods to him. He bows his 
head, a secret smile crossing his lips. 


Salome walks to the top of the stairs to address the 
crowd below. Her voice is strong. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
There are those who believe 
Khauran is weak! Kings and thieves 
and desert rats, who think that 
Khauran will quiver at the 
slightest threat. Petty princes 
who think she'll spread herself 
wide at the sight of a thousand 
swords. 


A dart aimed directly at Constantius. He looks up, face 
darkening. His men mutter beside him. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
I am here to tell you this is not 
so! Khauran is - 


A sudden shouting, a surge of bodies, and CONAN and 
VALERIUS charge in! 


Conan bashes through Constantius’s men and bull-rushes 
the prince. His massive body bears Constantius backward, 
slamming him into a pillar. His knife juts hard against 
his ribcage. 
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Constantius’s men leap forward but - 


CONAN 
Another step and hell has a new 
prince! 


They stop. Salome steps forward, furious. 


SALOME AS TARAMTS 
Put him down, barbarian. 


CONAN 
Six men came to kill you. They 
named him. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Is this true, princeling? 


CONSTANTIUS 
No. 


Salome caresses Constantius’s lips, ‘considering’. Then: 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Release him. 


Conan’s eyes leap in surprise. He presses the sword up 
harder. 


CONAN 
I had his lie from the assassin’s 
lips! 


Everyone is watching now. Salome smolders at Conan’s 
defiance. Then she changes tack. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Perhaps... 


She sweeps back toward the top of the stairs, delivering 
her words to all those listening. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
--- but I would not have my 
husband dead before our wedding 
night! 


UPROAR. She’s going to marry Constantius! Conan and 
Valerius exchange looks - what the hell? 


CONAN 
Have you gone mad, Taramis? 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Don’t think one night in bed buys 
you a throne. Valerius - arrest 
him for laying hands on the king! 
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VALERIUS 
But he - 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Do it or you'll hang with him! 


Valerius turns to Conan. The moment slows... Conan’s eyes 
marking the soldiers around him... Valerius realizing 
what he’s going to do... 


VALERIUS 
Don’t. There are too many - 


Suddenly Constantius shoves free of Conan’s grasp. Conan 
swings out, catching him with an ugly slash down the 
cheek. Constantius howls as his men rush forward on 
Conan. 


Conan leaps among them, his Khitan blade rising and 
falling. The nobles stampede, a helmeted head leaps in 
the air, blood geysering! 


Conan spots the queen watching with a smile. Wants her 
dead. Can’t - too many men between them. 


He breaks free of the crush, spots TWO GUARDS at the edge 
of the railing. He leaps at them, arms outstretched, 


taking them over the rail! 


Thirty screaming feet they fall and WHAM! hit the ground 
hard, their bodies cushioning Conan’s fall. A quick 
glance up - ARCHERS! 


Quick as thought, Conan hoists one of the broken men, his 
body taking the bolts like a pincushion. 


Then he’s off again, at a full run, straight at a mounted 
knight. A guard steps in between, swiping down. Conan 
evades; the guard’s momentum takes him to his knees. In 
one motion, Conan leaps on his back and launches himself 
at the knight! 


Conan knocks him out of the saddle then grabs the reins 
and spurs the beast forward. A full gallop now, citizens 
streaming from his path. 


Up ahead, a dozen horsemen coming his way. Conan wheels 
about, but finds all avenues blocked off. 


Then he sees a set of stairs leading up to the second 
story of a building. With a lash of the reins, he spurs 
his horse up the stairs! 
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INT. BUILDING - CONTINUOUS 


Screams and cries from inside as Conan crashes through an 
open door into the building. 


The other horsemen follow, chasing Conan through the 
building. Tables are overturned, people fly out of 
windows. 


Conan reaches the end of the building and without 
hesitation leaps his horse across the short divide and 
into the window of the next building! 

The others follow. The last one misses the jump. Horse 
and rider fall to the cobbles below, a horrible tangle of 
legs and screaming. 

Up ahead, this last building ends in a window overlooking 
an alley. There's nowhere to go. Then Conan spots it: a 
LANDING on the parapet wall across the alley. If he can 
make it there, he'll have a clear path to freedom. 

ON Conan, spurring the horse for the jump. 

ON the horsemen following. He can't be serious. 

ON the horse's eyes, terrified. 


ON Conan’s face. He's going to do it. And.... 


He and his horse leap out into space, sailing across the 
chasm! 


But just as it looks like he might make it - 

THUCK! A dozen bowmen launch arrows upward, taking the 
horse in the belly. The animal crunches into the side of 
the parapet wall and drops away beneath Conan. 

Desperate, Conan throws out a hand but just misses the 
landing. Then he falls too, hitting hard by the side of 
the dead horse. 


He rises shakily in an alley - 


EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 

- filled with guards. Everything stops. They stare at 
him. Bruised, bloody, chain mail torn to shreds. He looks 
like a blood-soaked demon from hell. 


Conan snarls out a challenge. 


CONAN 
Who wants to die first? 
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No one here. 


But then from the roof above comes a WEIGHTED NET. It 
drops down on Conan, pinning his arms, tangling his legs. 


With cries of new-found bravery, they rush forward, only 
to find that even a netted tiger can kill. To their 
knees they go, until finally Conan is dragged down and 
disappears under the press of bodies. 


EXT. COURTYARD - DAY 


Salome waits at the bottom of the stairs. The courtyard 
is littered with the dead. 


In a rush of hooves, Conan is dragged forth, strung 
between two horses. He glares up through blood-stringy 
hair at the woman he believes betrayed him. 


SALOME AS TARAMTIS 
Valerius was right. There were too 
many. 


CONAN 
Not so many now. 


Salome laughs. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
If only you had 5,000 swords at 
your back, I'd marry you, not that 
prancing poltroon Constantius. 


She draws close to Conan. Her hands run along his arms, 
smearing blood on her palms. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
Perhaps I should keep you. 


Her hands run down his torso, disappearing into his 
loincloth. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
M’mm. Or at least this. 


Conan jerks away. 


SALOME AS TARAMIS 
No, a man like you deserves to die 
whole. Remember my mercy as the 
desert takes you. 


CONAN 
I'll remember. 
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SALOME AS TARAMIS 
(to Constantius) 
Take him into the desert. Crucify 
him. 


A guard steps up behind Conan, raises a mallet up and - 


WHAM! - brings it down, sending the screen to BLACK. 
CUT TO: 
VOICE (V.O.) 
You really should be awake for 
this. 


EXT. DESERT - DAY 


(We have returned to the beginning of the tale: CONAN’S 
CRUCIFIXION. ) 


Constantius splashes wine across Conan’s face, waking 
him. In quick order, the opening is replayed: the spikes 
driven in, Conan raised on the cross. Conan roars as his 
full weight comes to bear on the spikes. 


CONSTANTIUS 
The view should be fine from 
there, Cimmerian. I'll wager you 
can see for miles. 


With that, Constantius and his men mount up. 


CONSTANTIUS 
What do you think it will be that 
stops your heart, barbarian? The 
sun, the bleeding, or them? 


Vultures. Already circling. Constantius laughs, kicks at 
his horse. 


CONSTANTIUS 
My gold’s on the vultures. 


Then he and his men are gone, leaving Conan alone in the 
vast dry space. Conan fixes on the far towers of Khauran. 
Hate poisons his tongue. 


CONAN 
TaramiS.... 


With a sudden heaves against his bindings, he screams: 


CONAN 
TARAMIIISS!!! 


His voice booms outward, echoing in the distance. Silence 
is his only answer. 
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Furious, he yanks violently again at the spikes that bind 
him, succeeds only in tearing more flesh from his own 
body. With a final howl, he drops back against the wood, 
drained. 


TIME LAPSES. 


The sun clocks across the sky, waves of heat beating down 
on Conan. His parched lips slowly crack, blister, then 
bleed. The vultures circling overhead dip lower and 
lower. 


In fits of madness, he tries once more to work his hands 
free, but his struggles become slower, weaker. 


Finally, we are on Conan’s eyes, dulled with fever and 
the knowledge of death. Darkness begins to hedge inward, 
telescoping his vision down and down. Soon enough, it’s a 
pinpoint, a last bit of light before the end. 


Then just as darkness closes in for the last time... 


CONAN 
oo eNO... 


He shakes himself back to life, his will banishing death 
for a moment more. 


A flutter of wings comes. He peers sideways. There’s a 
VULTURE perched on the crossbar. Its beak tears at the 
wounded flesh of Conan’s hand. Even as death beckons, 
rage floods Conan again. He roars at the bird. 


It wings off, only to be replaced by another, skimming 
toward his face. 


Conan eyes that incoming bird, a wounded lion drawing in 
the jackal. 


Just as it draws back beak to strike - Conan snaps his 
own head forward AND CLAMPS HIS TEETH DOWN ON THE 
VULTURE’S NECK! 


A screech of panicked wings, then CRUNCH! Spitting blood, 
Conan drops its lifeless carcass to the sand below. 


VOICE (0.S.) 
By Mitra! In all my life I have 
never seen such a thing! 


HALF A DOZEN MEN on horseback wheel round Conan’s cross. 
His vision clears. They’re not city men. They’re desert 
riders, with white robes, burnooses corded about their 
heads and curved blades at their sides. They are ZUAGIRS. 
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It’s their leader who's spoken, a tall man, almost as 
broad as Conan, hard as whalebone. Short black beard on 
an aggressive chin. Crafty and violent. This is OLGERD. 


CONAN 
(weakly) 
Olgerd... 
OLGERD 
The dog knows me. 
CONAN 
I know a Zuagir horse-thief when I 
see one. 
Olgerd laughs. 
OLGERD 


You've got some stones for a man 
in your position. 


He nods to his second in command, DJEBAL, a lean fox of a 
man. 


OLGERD 
who is he? 


DJEBAL 
That’s the northerner that bitch 
Taramis hired as her bodyguard. 


OLGERD 
And already on the tree. 


Olgerd dismounts, as do the others. He looks at the dead 
vulture. At the still-heaped fire in Conan’s eyes. 


OLGERD 
If she hates you that much you 
could be of use to me. Cut him 
down. 


Djebal pulls free an axe. Gets ready to chop. 


DJEBAL 
If it falls forward, it will crush 
him. If it falls backward - 


OLGERD 
- the shock might tear loose his 
entrails. So be it. What will be, 
will be. 


Djebal cuts, each blow sending waves of pain through 
Conan. The cross totters and falls... backward. Conan 
braces himself as he drops into space and hits with a 
mind-numbing thud. 
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He grays out for a moment as Djebal works out the spikes. 
Then, as he bends over with the pincers to free the last 
one, Conan grabs them and clamps them down on the 
remaining spike himself. With an ugly grunt of pain, he 
rips it free from the wood. 


Conan rises to his feet. Takes two steps, then slams to 
the ground. Djebal moves to help him but Conan shoves him 
away. 


CONAN 
When I can’t stand alone, it'll be 
time to die. 


Olgerd watches with keen interest as Conan pulls himself 
back up. He grins approvingly and points toward a horse. 


With every movement now sheer agony, Conan slips his foot 
into the stirrup, and drags pulls himself up. He flops 
over the saddle, fresh blood dripping from his feet. 


One of Olgerd’s men holds up a water flask questioningly. 
He shakes his head. 


OLGERD 
If he makes it to camp, he drinks. 


Olgerd gallops off, his men in his wake. With a last look 
at far-off Khauran, Conan follows, quickly disappearing 
into the desert. 


EXT. KHAURAN - DAY 


The citizens of Khauran are gathered as the Providence 
Gates are thrown wide and Constantius’s Lieutenant leads 
the army inside. 


It is a frightening sight. They enter not as allies but 
as a conquering army. 


TO THE SIDE, Valerius and the Armorer watch. 


VALERIUS 
This can’t be Taramis’s doing. 


ARMORER 
Open your eyes boy. She's 
Constantius’s slut now. She 
betrayed us. 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 
CONSTANTIUS 


Conan’s food for the vultures by 
now. What of your sister? 
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Constantius is reporting in while a beautiful young MAID 
helps ‘Taramis’ undress. 


SALOME 
In chains. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Why? Why not kill her? 


SALOME 
You know well enough. I need her. 


An old topic; Constantius treads more softly. 


CONSTANTIUS 
You would still do this, then? 
It’s madness. My army holds 
Khauran now. Its people think 
you’re their queen. We could rule 
here together. March on Zamora, 
Koth. Perhaps challenge Turan 
itself one day. 


Salome kisses the maid lightly on the lips. 


SALOME 
(to her maid) 
Draw me a bath. Just as I told 
you. 


The maid nods. Her eyes are heavy, as if she’d been 
dosed. She goes into a bath off the bedroom. Her actions 
play behind the conversation. 


SALOME 
(of the maid) 
Sweet thing. 
(back to Constantius) 
You will never know women half as 
well as the man you just hung on 
the tree. 


In the B.G., The maid kneels before the bath. Tests the 
water. Fine. Then she takes a KNIFE from a sidetable. 


SALOME 
(quoting Conan) 
We're slow to kill. But once we 
taste blood, we would drown the 
world in it. 


In the BG, the maid slices her own throat and falls 
forward, bleeding her life into the water. 


SALOME 
For what was done to me, I will 
burn Khauran to the ground. 
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Be content to sift the ashes. Now 
gather your men and have them dig. 


Salome walks into the bath. She drops her gown away and 
steps naked into the bloody water. Constantius swallows 
hard. 


CONSTANTIUS 
(giving in) 
What are we digging for? 


SALOME 
A forest. 


EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - DAY 


Barely hanging on, Conan follows Olgerd and his men as 
they journey across great dunes and blistering salt 
flats. 


Finally, as if out of a mirage, a bright splash of green 
materializes. It’s The Zuagir camp pitched under the 
fronds of a lush oasis. 


As they ride we see a colorful assortment of tents and 
huts scattered among the decaying ruins of an older 
desert city. 


Women and children stare at the blood-encrusted giant as 
he slides from the saddle. He staggers to a pool of water. 
Shakily, he lifts a few drops to his parched lips, then 
collapses into the pool, unconscious. 
OLGERD 
(to Djebal) 

Give him a week. If he’s still 

alive, he’s one of us. 
MONTAGE BEGINS: 
IN THE CITY 


Constantius’s men shove merchants aside. Stalls are torn 
apart, their wares tossed in the gutter. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Here. 


Shovels strike dirt in the middle of the alley. 
IN THE CAMP 
Conan is awake now. Still Bloody, but alive. 


Tearing free a strip from his shirt, he begins to wrap 
his terrible wounds. 
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Finished, he makes a weak fist, the white cloth of his 
bandages immediately darkening with new blood. 


IN A BEDROOM 


Valerius, half-drunk, watches from his window as the 
digging continues on the street below his room. 


Angered at what he sees, he tosses a wine jug against the 
wall. 


IN THE DUNGEON 


A jailer tosses a plate of scraps at a HEAP of rags lying 
on the dungeon floor. 


The heap looks up. It’s TARAMIS. Gaunt. Pale. She 
desperately reaches for the food, but the shackles on her 
arms and legs keep it just out of reach. 


Desperately, she stretches for it, only to have an oily 
rat scurry way with it. Taramis collapses, sobbing. 


IN THE CAMP 


Conan pulls himself to his feet for the first time. His 
knees buckle, but he wills himself upright. 


Djebal points to a group of women repairing a water 
sluice from the well. 


DJEBAL 
Help them. 


NEAR THE PALACE 


Workers under Constantius’s whip have dug up the 
courtyard below the steps. Constantius joins Salome as 
she sweeps in. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Nothing yet. 


SALOME 
(furious) 
Then keep digging. I don’t care if 
you uproot the palace itself, just 
find it. 


IN THE CAMP 
Olgerd watches Conan at work. Struggling mightily, he 


begins to lift up a huge water sluice - an enormous 
weight. 
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For a second it looks like he might not make it, but with 
a final roar, he heaves it high over his head and the 
water begins to gush down. A CHEER goes up amongst the 
women, as they rush in to shore it up. 


OLGERD 
(to Djebal) 
He can eat with the men tonight. 


END MONTAGE 


EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - NIGHT 


Fires burning, children playing among the ruins. The 
women off to themselves, eating. A festive atmosphere. 


Around the main fire are the men, slicing off cuts of 
meat spun over the fire. Conan is there, his healing well 
along. He picks up a big bone, gnaws on it hungrily. 


Nearby, a group of Zuagirs watch him, the new man. A BIG 
ZUAGIR looks at his mates, nods at Conan. Olgerd, who 
misses nothing, watches as he shoulders next to Conan. 


BIG ZUAGIR 
Aren’t you supposed to be eatin’ 
with the women? 


Conan looks up slowly. Takes him in. Sees his friends 
grinning wickedly. Looks back. 


CONAN 
I am. 


That takes a moment to sink in. The Big Zuagir’s face 
darkens. 


BIG ZUAGIR 
Funny. 
(of Conan’s food) 
That’s mine. 


Conan ignores him. The Zuagir grabs Conan’s free hand. 
Squeezes. Hard. Blood seeps back through the bandages. 


BIG ZUAGIR 
I said, that’s mine. 


He stares down Conan, expecting him to screech in pain. 
No such luck. 


CONAN 
All right. Here. 
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He SMASHES the joint across the Zuagir’s head, sending 
him off to meet his ancestors in a spray of grease. His 
body drops into the fire. 


His friends rush Conan, but Olgerd sweeps them aside. 
Shunts them over to the burning body. 


OLGERD 
Get him out of there or he’s all 
you'll be eating for the next 
week. 
(to Conan) 
Come. 


INT. OLGERD'S TENT - A LITTLE LATER 


Olgerd’s tent is rich with silks and gold stolen from 
Caravans. He drops into a mass of pillows. He offers the 
same to Conan, but the Cimmerian chooses to stand. 


OLGERD 
That’s two lives you owe me. 


CONAN 
I pay my debts. 


OLGERD 

I always need strong men. 

(warning) 
But not too strong. And what 
Khauran hates, I desire. You know 
their king took our land. 

(Conan nods) 
But now with him dead and his 
whelp queen, I'll buy an army and 
take it back. That’s where you 
earn your meat. You'll ride with 
us, take these... 

(he fingers some 

silk) 
... off some fat merchants and 
I'll buy my swords. 


CONAN 
I’ve a better idea. 


OLGERD 
I'll warn you Northerner, I don’t 
like men with ideas. 


CONAN 
You'll like this one. You give me 
six men... 


Conan stands. Blood drips slowly from his fingers. His 
eyes blaze with hate. 
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CONAN 
... and I'll kill Taramis. 


INT. KETHA’S SANCTUM - NIGHT 


Ketha is lost in his smoke, eyes heavy with vision. One 
image comes to the fore: Olgerd’'s camp amidst the oasis. 


And then a hand, not Ketha’s, reaches into the smoke - 
and it suddenly blackens and falls from the air like 
soot. 


It reveals behind it SALOME. 


SALOME 
Have you nothing better to do than 
spy on desert vermin? 


Ketha is no coward, but he eyes Salome as he would a 
venomous snake. 


SALOME 
You must have sensed my coming, 
here in your smoke. 


KETHA 
I did. 


SALOME 
And did less even than poor Malia? 
Do your robes hide a castrati’s 
courage? 


KETHA 
I like to think of it as the 
wisdom of age. 


SALOME 
I’m sure you do. Have you 
marveled, O Ketha, that you still 
draw breath? 


KETHA 
Since you saw fit to kill Malia, I 
admit to a certain curiosity. 


SALOME 
You live because you did not slay 
me when you had the chance. 


KETHA 
I hadn't the heart. 


SALOME 
You hadn’t the stomach. 
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KETHA 
Are we quits then, your life for 
mine? 

SALOME 


Oh no. As my loyal subject, I 
insist that you earn your life 
every day. You might have noticed 
some excavations... 


Ketha knows what she wants. But - 


KETHA 
I do not know where the chamber 
is. 


Salome traces her fingers along Ketha’s scarred arms. 
Looks into his eyes. 


SALOME 
You don’t? How then will you earn 
continued breath? 


Ketha’s life hangs in the balance. He chooses to live. 


KETHA 
A man came, who was meant to come. 


Salome claps delightedly. 


SALOME 
How opaque of you. You mean the 
one with the eyes? I hung him on a 
tree to die. 


KETHA 
Yes.... 


A stiletto of fear glints in Salome’s eyes at Ketha’s 
words: 


KETHA 
But he still lives. 
INT. DUNGEON - DAY 
The digging has continued throughout Khauran. The 


dungeons themselves have been torn apart, holes dug here 
and there. 


In one corridor, a pair of workers are a dozen feet down 
when one of them strikes something hard with his shovel. 


DIGGER 
Yusuf, I think - 
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Suddenly the bottom of the hole FALLS AWAY BENEATH HIM! 
The two SCREAM as they drop away into utter blackness. 


INT. THRONE ROOM - EVENING 


SALOME 
HE’S ALIVE. 


CONSTANTIUS 
He can't be. I hung him on the 
cross myself. 


Constantius’s breath stops. A SPEAR has clattered from 
its rack on the wall and arrowed across the room right at 
him! 


It hovers at throat-level, poised to pierce him through 
to the spine. 


SALOME 
He's alive. 


The spear pricks at Constantius’s neck, drawing blood. 


SALOME 
Did I crucify the wrong man? 
CONSTANTIUS 
Salome... please... 


Just then, a SOLDIER steps in with news. He stammers when 
he sees the scene before him. 


SOLDIER 

They’ve, they’ve found something. 
SALOME 

Excellent. Thank you for your 


work. 
With a flick of her hand, Salome sends the spear hurtling 
through the air. The soldier takes it full in the chest, 
pinned to the wall like a moth. 


Constantius swallows his fear at the sight. 


SALOME 
And the barbarian? 


CONSTANTIUS 
T’11 double the guards. 
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EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - NIGHT 


Olgerd and Djebal talk. Olgerd watches keenly as Conan 
and SIX ZUAGIRS prepare to leave. 


OLGERD 
What do you think of this mad 
plan? 

DJEBAL 


It is mad. But if it can be done, 
he is the man to do it. 


Conan rides up. Olgerd indicates the wolf-pack behind 
him. 


OLGERD 
Six men, yours to the death. Don’t 
waste them. 


Just then, Djebal swings up onto his own horse. 


DJEBAL 
Seven. 


He looks to Olgerd. Olgerd weighs the request. Nods. 


OLGERD 
(to Conan) 
Her head. 
CONAN 
Her head. 


Off they ride, into the night. 


INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT 


Salome and Constantius march through the upturned cobbles 
of the dungeon. Ahead, a HOLE. It’s surrounded by 
workers, all covered with grime, all spooked. 


SALOME 
Show me. 


One by one, they ignite torches then lower them into the 
hole on a rope like a string of lights. 


At first, the light barely pushes aside the dark, 
revealing an immense CAVERN. Slowly, detail becomes 
visible. Hundreds of gnarled shapes appear, jutting from 
the dirt floor of the cavern 100 feet below. 


CONSTANTIUS 
The forest. 


56. 


The shapes are all TREES, blackened and fossilized. Lurid 
shadows flicker across Salome’s face. 


SALOME 
Lower me down. 


INT. CHAMBER - A LITTLE LATER 


TIGHT ON Salome as she’s lowered by rope into the deep 
blackness. At last she comes to rest, her feet touching 
down between the shattered bodies of the fallen laborers. 


She’s joined by Constantius and a few soldiers, who 
clamber down long rope ladders. 


They’re at one end of a large cavern. Stretching ahead of 
them is the forest. Salome steps forward with a look of 
awe on her face. Constantius peers up at the far-away 
roof. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Tarim! 


It’s a GIGANTIC DOME. Someone long ago roofed over a 
section of forest. 


CONSTANTIUS 
What is this place? 


SALOME 
For a thousand years my sisters 
were all murdered so they could 
never find this place. I’m the 
only one who’s ever lived long 
enough to see it. It’s a shrine. 
A shrine for that. 


She points to the center of the chamber. There, nestled 
on a small, barren hill is a LONG, BLACK SLAB OF STONE. 


EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 
Conan and his men ride. 


DJEBAL 
Never throw dice with Olgerd. If 
you kill Taramis, he wins. If 
you're not, and you die, he wins. 
(off Conan’s look) 

With you, Olgerd made a mistake. 
He knows that sooner or later 
you'll draw swords with him. 


CONAN 
Why did you come? 


Sla 


DJEBAL 
Khauran’s king stole my land and 
killed my family. It is my right. 


INT. CHAMBER - NIGHT 


Salome, Constantius and his men ring the strange black 
slab. It is longer than a man and twice as wide. Its 
polished mirrored surface seems as depthless as the 
moment before creation. 


Reflections appear and disappear maddeningly on its face, 
as if the rock itself were choosing what to show and not. 


Constantius and his men lean in for a closer look. A 
light touch on his arm pulls him back. Salome. She shakes 
her head. 


But another man reaches out to touch it... 
... and suddenly SCREAMS in agony! 


Constantius stumbles back in horror as the man is literally 
sucked down onto the surface of stone. As he sprawls across 
its surface, his skin is shredded from his body and 
disappears into the black slab! 


The quivering red mass continues to scream as next his 
muscles, then organs, and finally even his skeleton are 
sucked away. 


CONSTANTIUS 
WHAT IS THAT?! 

SALOME 
A prison. 

CONSTANTIUS 

(shaken) 

For what? 

SALOME 


My father. 


Salome places her hand on the slab. Nothing happens. She 
smiles. 


SALOME 
And he’s hungry. 


EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 
Conan, Djebal and the others are hunkered down behind a 


dune. Not far off is the city. The walls are crawling 
with guards - soldiers as well as Constantius’s men. 
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DJEBAL 
Any ideas? 


Conan scans the walls. Keys on a particular guard. 


CONAN 
How much gold do you have on you? 


EXT. PARAPETS - SAME 


The Guard Conan bribed at beginning of the movie paces 
tiredly along. He sets his spear down to stretch, just as 
two of Constantius’s men approach. 


CONSTANTIUS’S SOLDIER 
Pick up your damn spear and get 
back to your post! Now! 


The Bribed Guard grabs his spear and straightens up. 


CONSTANTIUS’S SOLDIER 
Now I know why your queen’s 
warming Constantius’s bed. She 
couldn’t count on the likes of you 
to keep her safe. 


The two soldiers laugh, move on. The Bribed Guard spits 
in their direction then turns - 


- to find a FIGURE dropping onto the parapet. It’s Conan. 
Conan smiles as if at an old friend, and holds up not 
just a single coin, but a whole bag. 

EXT. SAND DUNE - MOMENTS LATER 

Djebal and his men see the gate open and Conan and wave 
them in. As the last man enters, Conan tosses the sack to 


the Bribed Guard. 


He weighs it in his hands, then spies out the soldier who 
dressed him down. He throws the bag back to Conan. 


BRIBED GUARD 
Just make sure you kill’em all. 
INT. ARMORY - NIGHT 
The one-armed Armorer looks up as his door creaks open. 


ARMORER 
They said you’d been crucified. 


It’s Conan. He holds up his hands. The partially-healed 
wounds glare redly. 


CONAN 
I need to find Valerius. 


ARMORER 
He was only doing as told. 


CONAN 
Talk’s all I want. 
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The Armorer looks at Conan searchingly. Believes him. 


ARMORER 
First street north from the 
square. 
Conan makes to leave. 
ARMORER 


Wait. You might be wanting this. 


He pulls something from beneath his table. It’s the 


KHITAN SWORD. 
ARMORER 
I found it in the dirt. No one 
wanted it. 


Conan hefts the sword. 


ARMORER 
Most men are fools. 


CONAN 
That they are. 


He slides the sword into his belt and leaves. 


INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT 


Constantius and his men march down corridors, unlocking 
cell doors and dragging out the prisoners. They scream 
and kick, but are quickly hauled off into the darkness. 


A face appears at the last unopened cell. Taramis. 


TARAMIS 
What are you doing to them!? 


CONSTANTIUS 
(with a cruel smile) 
It’s hard to describe. But you'll 
find out soon enough. 
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INT. VALERIUS’S ROOM - NIGHT 


VALERIUS 
I can scarce believe it’s her. The 
things she’s done. 


Valerius is at his table, half drunk. Conan and Djebal 
sit across from him. The others stand watch. 


CONAN 
Where is she now? 


Valerius is near-broken. His voice cracks as he speaks. 


VALERIUS 
She’s always down there. In the 
dungeon. I don’t know what to do. 


DJEBAL 
(he spits 
dismissively) 
She’s a mad dog. You kill mad 
dogs. 


Valerius flares at Djebal’s comment, goes for his sword. 
VALERIUS 
I'll cut your tongue out for that, 


you desert swine! 


Conan grabs him, slams his sword to the table. Holds 
firm. 


CONAN 
Djebal’s right, Valerius. 


Valerius deflates. 
CONAN 
But you owe her loyalty, so I 
won’t ask you to draw your blade 
on her. But will you get us in the 
door? 
The moment hangs - then Valerius finally nods. 


VALERIUS 
There are guards. Many of them. 


This is the talk Conan likes to hear. He smiles grimly. 


CONAN 
Never enough. 
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INT. DUNGEON 


The Main Gate of the dungeon is open wide. The CAMERA 
moves through into a guard station. 


Five men lie dead. 


The camera continues on through a door, finding two more 
guards slumped lifelessly against a wall. 


Speeding up now, down a corridor, a stream of blood leads 
to a corpse. Another corridor, another body. 


Ahead, a corridor junction. Camera slows as it moves 
forward... and a BODY DROPS INTO FRAME! It’s bleeding out 
from a massive cut, shoulder to sternum. 


Conan steps up, bloody sword in hand. Behind him are the 
others. Valerius points. 


VALERIUS 
There. 


It’s the HOLE looking down into the Chamber. 
Conan peers down. Can make out the dead trees, and the 
bright dots of braziers in the far-off center. He grabs a 


rope, but Valerius is already holding it for him. 


VALERIUS 
I'll see it through. 


Conan nods and drops off into space. 


INT. CHAMBER - MOMENTS LATER 


WIDE SHOT: Seven figures on the ropes, small against the 
blackness of the chamber. 


AT GROUND LEVEL, Conan touches down first, feet landing 
soundlessly. Valerius follows, jostling a rock free. 
Conan shoots him a lethal look - ‘quiet!’ Djebal and the 
others alight almost as quietly as Conan. 


Conan listens. Nothing. Urges them forward, passing 
between the ghostly trees. Finally he holds up a hand. 
Constantius and DOZENS OF HIS MEN are clumped ahead, 
surrounding something. 

From inside the knot of men comes a WHIMPERING sound. 


Then they part revealing Salome, the woman they still 
believe to be Taramis. 


Conan’s eyes flash with hatred. 
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She is standing by the slab, holding up one of the 
prisoners. The pitiful man moans in terror. She draws him 
near. Kisses him, her tongue drawing across his lips. 


Valerius looks away in disgust. Conan raises his axe for 
the throw. Hesitates. Can he really kill her? 


In that moment, Salome suddenly slams the prisoner onto 
the black slab! He screams and thrashes, but she holds 
him down with inhuman strength. 


Conan and the others watch in disbelief as the man’s skin 
shreds away in a red blizzard. 


Conan’s seen enough: this woman must die. 
In one smooth motion he hurls the axe! 
Salome immediately senses it. She jerks up and - 


THWACK! 


The ax splits her face in two! 


She slams onto the rock, motionless. Everyone in the 
chamber freezes. Constantius looks at Conan, stunned. 


But then... Salome reaches up and with an awful bone- 
grinding sound PULLS THE AXE FREE! She’s alive. 


Grabbing her face she stretches the severed edges closed. 
As she does, her flesh begins to knit together. When she 
finally looks up again, it is as if the axe had never 
been thrown. 


VALERIUS 
(awed, horrified) 
That... is not Taramis. 


Salome’s eyes immediately fall on Conan and his men. With 
an inhuman scream she flings out her hand and the axe 
magically blurs at lightning speed right back at him! 


Conan barely leaps aside as it hits one of the Zuagirs 
full-on in the chest! It tunnels right through him, 
exploding out his back in a magnificent spray of blood. 


TARAMIS 
Kill them all! 


Constantius and his soldiers rush Conan. Bones crunch, 
men scream as the fight turns into a chaotic frenzy. 
In the middle of it whirls Conan and his bloody sword. 
He fights with such ferocity that he alone starts to 
turn the battle in their favor. 


63. 


Seeing this, Salome flares with hate. She steps down from 
the slab, marching right at Conan. 


A Zuagir charges her and with a light gesture of her 
hand, he EXPLODES. 


Another gesture, and a second man is sucked in on himself 
as if he’d swallowed a black hole. 


Conan sees her coming. Blood sprayed across his face, he 
readies himself, roaring: 


CONAN 
WHO ARE YOU?! ! 


In answer, Salome raises her hands in the air and sweeps 
them toward Conan. 


And - WHOOSH! The flames from a dozen braziers suddenly 
erupt forth in a gigantic fountain of liquid fire! 


The waves of flame speed across the ground, engulfing 
everything in their path. Men scream hideously as they 
are instantly incinerated. 


Conan, Valerius and Djebal flee back towards their ropes, 
as the liquid fire undulates over the dead trees, 
igniting them one after another. 


At full speed they hit the ropes, but streamers of fire 
beat them there. The ropes shoot into flame. 


Trapped now, Conan desperately searches for a way out. He 
spots a section of the brick wall, WATER leaking between 
its seams. 

With a roar, he takes off for it a full charge. Like a 
bull-elephant, he CRASHES RIGHT THROUGH THE BRICKS 
releasing a torrent of sewer water! 

The water collides with the wave of flames, buying them a 


second. Conan grabs Valerius and heaves him through the 
hole. Djebal follows them into - 


INT. THE OLD SEWER SYSTEM - CONTINUOUS 


Valerius sees an ancient stairwell. 


VALERIUS 
That way! 


The three leap into it just as flames funnel through the 
broken wall and engulf the sewer. 


BACK IN THE MAIN CHAMBER - 
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- the fires continue to burn unabated. There is not a 
trace of life left. Until... the wall of flames suddenly 
part and Salome comes striding forward. 


INT. DUNGEON - MOMENTS LATER 
A wall. Banging. A brick flies outward, then another. 
Within moments, Conan, Valerius and Djebal smash back 


into the labyrinth of the dungeon. 


CONAN 
Which way? 


VALERIUS 
I don’t know. I think - 


Then a VOICE - small and scared. 


VOICE 
Conan? 


Conan spins toward the sound. 


CONAN 
Taramis? 


TARAMIS is looking out at him, bruised and battered. 


DJEBAL 
What devilry is this? 
VALERIUS 
(unsure) 
My queen? 
Djebal draws his sword. 
DJEBAL 


This is another trick! We should 
kill her now! 


Taramis jams her face to the grate. Begging to be 
believed. 


TARAMTS 
Conan... Please. It is me. 
Taramis. 


Conan looks her in the eyes. A heartbeat as he reads the 
truth in them. Suddenly he raises his sword high and 
brings it swinging down on the lock! 


Taramis steps back as Conan hacks at the door. 


Just then, a low THRUMMING begins to fill the air. Djebal 
runs back the way they came. Goes white. 
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Salome is striding toward him down the darkened hallway. 
The air itself seems to pulse with her demonic force. 


DJEBAL 
(to the others) 
Whatever you're doing, do it fast - 


she’s coming! 


At Djebal’s last words he suddenly rockets through the 
air as if hit by some unseen force. He caroms against the 
wall, struggles to pull himself up. 


Almost through, Conan grabs at the door and strains with 
all his might to pull it free. 


CONAN 
Who is she!? 


TARAMIS 
Salome. She’s a witch. 


SALOME (0.S.) 
A witch? How unkind. I’m her 
sister. 


Salome now stands at the end of the corridor. 


SALOME 
The pretty one. 


And CRASH - Conan rips the door open! He grabs Taramis 
just as Salome thrusts out with her hands again. This 
time the corridor paving stones - 500 pound blocks - 
burst from the ground in rows and fly toward Conan and 
the others! 


TARAMIS 
Conan!!! 


Conan sees what’s about to happen and shoves Taramis back 
into her cell as tons of granite hit like an avalanche! 


Except... they’re not dead. 


Out of nowhere a MAN stands between them and the pile of 
rock! His arms are outstretched, as if he had halted the 
rock with a gesture. 


It's KETHA. 


With a jerk of his hands, he sends the stones right back 
at Salome. Before she can react, the stones sweep her 
screaming down the corridor. 


They’re alive, but the doorway to Taramis’s cell has 
collapsed. Her muffled cries for help come from behind 
the pile. 
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TARAMIS (0.S.) 


Conan desperately pulls at the boulders. Ketha sags 
against the wall, exhausted. 


KETHA 
I can do no more. We need to 
leave. 

CONAN 
Taramis - 


Down the hallway, the stones covering Salome begin to 
tremble. 


KETHA 
NOW. 


Ketha’s right. With a roar of frustration, Conan takes 
off, following the others. No sooner do they disappear 
then the pile of stones covering Salome ruptures outward. 


Salome steps forth as soldiers rush up. 


SALOME 
(spitting with anger) 
FIND THEM! 


EXT. KHAURAN STREET - NIGHT 


Conan, Valerius, Ketha and Djebal burst from the dungeon 
onto the street. Make for their horses at the gate. 


Ketha reaches for a saddle, but finds a blade pressed up 
under his chin. 


CONAN 
Who are you? Why did you help us? 


KETHA 
Does all your gratitude come at 
knife point? 


Alarms begin to sound through the streets. 


CONAN 
It does now, so speak quickly. 


KETHA 
My name is Ketha. I’m High priest 
to Queen Taramis. I’m the one who 
told her of your coming. 


CONAN 
Hardly a reason to keep you alive. 
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KETHA 
You wanted to know who Salome 
is...? I can tell you. 


A moment’s thought, then Conan indicates a horse. As 
they’re about to ride off, Valerius pulls apart. 


CONAN 
What’s wrong? 


VALERIUS 

There are people out there who 
need to know the truth, who will 
fight when the time comes. I need 
to find them. 

(beat) 
And you, you came to kill her... 
what will you do now? 


Conan shoots him a hard look, then kicks at his horse. 
CONAN 
Ride. 
INT. DUNGEON - NIGHT 


Salome looks over the destruction. 


SALOME 
This Conan stinks of fate. And 
you... you stink of failure. 


She turns. Constantius is there, now RINGED by spears, 
ready to pincushion him. But for once, there is no fear. 
He has the strength of fatalism. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Do it then, and be damned. But 
I'll scrape before you no longer. 
You failed as well as I! 


Justice is not Salome’s strong suit, but he’s right. 


SALOME 
True enough. But my anger will 
have blood, and I’m not ready to 
draw my own. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Then have Conan’s. 


Constantius pushes the spears aside and starts walking 
away. 


SALOME 
And how will that be? 
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CONSTANTIUS 
I know the man he was with. He’s 
one of Olgerd’s. They're out there 
somewhere and I'll find them. 


He disappears, and from somewhere nearby by comes the 
sound of LAUGHTER. 


It’s Taramis in the wreckage of her cell, enjoying every 
word she’s heard. With a wave of her hand, Salome flings 
the rocks aside. 


Taramis greets her with a sardonic smile. 


SALOME 
It’s good to hear your laughter 
again, sister. I can’t tell you 
how it brightens my day. 


TARAMIS 
How could I not be cheered by such 
shows of loyalty? Constantius to 
you, Ketha to me. 


SALOME 
Yes, Ketha. I’d thought his sense 
of self-preservation would have 
kept him among his books. I should 
have killed him. 


Emboldened, Taramis goes face to face with her sister. 


TARAMIS 
Yes you should have. Like you 
should kill me now, because I will 
see you dead. 


SALOME 
Not yet, beloved. You I need. The 
others though, will die, and 
badly. Ketha, that fool Valerius. 
And him. 


TARAMTS 
Conan? You'll never kill him. The 
gods sent him to me. 


Salome SLAPS Taramis, sending her flying into the wall! 


SALOME 
The gods sent you ME! 


She bends over her sister, face contorted with rage. 
SALOME (CONT'D) 


He is nothing! Landless, homeless. 
A barbarian! 
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Taramis spits blood from her mouth and throws herself at 
Salome. She rakes her face with ragged nails and slams 
her back against the wall. Her fingers dig into Salome’s 
hair, forcing their faces together. The two are 
indistinguishable in their venom. 


TARAMTS 
Then why are you afraid of him? 


The truth of that fear flickers across Salome’s face. She 
hurls Taramis from her. 


SALOME 
I fear nothing! Because dear 
sister, in two days time, I will 
join with my father and we will 
turn Khauran into a desert! 


As she stalks into the hall, the stones, door, hinges all 
magically slam back into place, recreating her cell. 


Taramis struggles to her feet, imprisoned once again. But 
then opens her hand. In it is a long HAIRPIN she stole 
from Salome during their struggle. 


KETHA (V.O.) 
It began a long time ago, so long, 
that even the desert itself was 
younger. 


EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 


Conan, Ketha and Djebal are walking their exhausted 
horses through the night. 


CONAN 
That’s very pretty. Now get to the 
point - where did she come from? 


KETHA 
Patience, Northerner. Salome’s 
story is almost as old as Khauran 
itself. 


Conan shrugs grudgingly. “Go on.” As Ketha continues, we 
see short moments from the past. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
Back then, the city was just a 
wood-walled stronghold at the edge 
of the forest. 


WE SEE the village that would one day be Khauran: A 
sprawl of wooden huts surrounded by a sharpened-log 
stockade. 
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KETHA (CONT'D) 
Its queen wished for power, and 
prayed to her gods, but they 
stayed silent. Then one day, she 
found herself among the trees ina 
small valley. There she met a man. 


WE SEE a woman, THE QUEEN, walking alone through the 
woods. She is startled by a MAN standing naked among the 
trees. He is darkly beautiful, with thick black hair and 
exotic green eyes. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
He told her that Khauran would 
rise in towers of stone if she 
would fulfill two promises to him. 
The first was to lay with him. 


WE SEE the queen lie down on a long black slab of stone. 
The Man covers her body with his and kisses her. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
But when she did, she knew him for 
what he was. Not a man at all, but 
a beast. Some fell creature from 
beyond our world. Her prayers had 
been heard, but not by any god she 
knew. 


WE SEE the queen open her eyes. Above her is no man, but 
a creature from nightmare. A thing of solid black mist, 
roiling with teeth and claws that scratch and tear at her 
white skin. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
She returned from the forest and 
six months later gave birth to 
twin girls. They were alike in 
every aspect except this: one bore 
a crescent-shaped birthmark over 
her breast. The mark of a witch. 


WE SEE two baby girls in their cradles. An older man in 
rich royal garb pulls a blanket aside to reveal the 
crescent birthmark on one of them. He raises a knife 
overhead. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
The queen’s husband knew that only 
one of the girls was truly his. 
The other belonged to the thing 
his wife had lain with, sharing 
its blood, its power. And so he 
killed that child. 


WE SEE the knife come down. 
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KETHA (CONT'D) 
But Khauran prospered. Its wood 
gave way to marble and gold, and 
the city expanded, overtaking even 
the glade in which the queen had 
met her demon lover. 


Time advances, and WE SEE a Khauran much like the 
present. It has expanded, and a stone building - what 
will become the dungeon - is being built around the small 
valley and the black slab at its center. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
Since then, into every generation 
was born a set of twins, one of 
whom bore that same mark. And for 
a thousand years, that child has 
been killed lest it inherit the 
power of its true father. Until 
Salome. When she and Taramis were 
born, the nurse, Malia, under 
orders from the king, delivered 
Salome to me to dispose of. 


WE SEE Ketha, his knife hovering over the breast of the 
child as a younger MALIA watches. He’s torn at the 
thought of killing her. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
What moved me, I know not, but the 
knife wavered beneath my hand, and 
I knew I could not drive it into 
that chest. 


WE SEE Ketha, twenty years ago, laying a small bundle 
beneath a date palm. 


KETHA (CONT'D) 
So I left her in the desert, in 
the shade of an oasis, and let the 
gods decide her fate. 


CONAN 
Only a civilized man would quibble 
the difference between cold steel 
and the heat of the desert. 


KETHA 
The wisdom of the unwashed. And 
yet... I admit I felt no cleaner 


than had I done the deed myself. 


CONAN 
You said there were two promises 
made. What was the other? 
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WE SEE that Queen, standing before the king. He holds the 
bloody knife. She is obviously answering the same 
question Conan asked. 


QUEEN 
(to her husband) 
I can't tell you. It made me swear 
an oath. Only the child with the 
mark can know. 


BACK WITH Conan and Ketha. 
KETHA 
The other promise? Only Salome 
knows. 


EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - LATER THAT NIGHT 


Exhausted, Conan, Ketha and Djebal ride into the oasis 
and dismount. 


CONAN 
So all you told me... Taramis knew 
none of it? 

KETHA 
That’s right. It was kept from 


her. 


Conan digests this as Olgerd rushes up to them. He 
notices their diminished numbers. 


OLGERD 
My men? 
CONAN 
Dead. 
OLGERD 
And Taramis? 
CONAN 
Alive. 
Olgerd growls his anger. 
OLGERD 
Six men dead and that bitch still 
breathing?! 
He marches up to Conan. 
OLGERD 


What do you intend to do now? 


Conan thinks. Looks to Ketha. Decides. 
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CONAN 
Save her. 

OLGERD 
Who? 

CONAN 
Taramis. 


Olgerd steps back, as if Conan were somehow contagious. 


OLGERD 
You’re mad! The woman spikes you 
to a tree and you would save her? 


Conan treads off without answering. He goes to the fire, 
grabs meat from a spit. Djebal comes up to Olgerd, begins 
to explain the situation. 


DJEBAL 
It wasn’t Taramis put him on the 
CroSS... 


WITH CONAN as Ketha joins him. Conan offers him some 
food. He takes it, somewhat put out by its presentation. 


KETHA 
Have you no plates? 


Conan arches a brow at him. 
KETHA 
Foolish question. 
(begins eating) 
You would return to Khauran for 
the queen? 
CONAN 
She had my word that I would keep 
her safe. I failed. 
Ketha looks at him sideways. 


KETHA 
Is that the only reason? 


Conan meets his gaze, giving away nothing. 


CONAN 
What other reason could there be? 


Ketha knows better than to smile. 


KETHA 
None, I’m sure. What about Salome? 


Conan spits some gristle into the fire. Answer enough. 
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KETHA 
Your tricks won't work this time. 
And Constantius has a city full of 
men. 


CONAN 
I have men too. 


Conan’s gaze takes in the Zuagirs. Ketha understands. He 
has Olgerd's men. He looks upon Conan with grudging 
admiration. 


KETHA 
He would have been better served 
to let you die. 


CONAN 
True enough. Mercy is for beggars, 
who have nothing that other men 
want. 


Just then Olgerd stalks up, having heard the story from 
Djebal. 


OLGERD 
I care not, one sister or the 
other. Khauran is my enemy, and 
while you eat from my hand, it is 
your enemy as well. 


CONAN 
(as if he hadn’t 
heard a word) 
If I’m to free her, I'll need the 
men to build siege towers. We'll 
surround the city and starve them 
out. 


OLGERD 
Did you not hear me?! 


CONAN 
We'll get wood from Turan. All the 
men will work. 
(beat) 
Including yourself. 


Olgerd narrows his eyes. Understands. 


His sword clears its scabbard so quickly that even Conan 
is caught off-guard. 


Olgerd carries his weight in his stomach, but he is a 
swordsman. Conan evades his first blows and finds himself 
on the defensive, parrying and leaping from Olgerd’s 
anger-fueled attacks. 
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The entire camp comes streaming at the first sounds of 
steel on steel. Quickly they surround the two, a ring of 
men flowing across the ruins as Conan and Olgerd trade 
blows. 


A flurry of attacks, steel-struck sparks arcing into the 
night, then Conan hammers Olgerd’s sword to the ground. 
Olgerd closes, weaponless, but Conan grabs his arm. 


For a moment, neither seems to be the stronger, until 
with one savage twist, Conan SNAPS Olgerd’s arm like a 
branch. A jagged shard of bone erupts through the skin. 


Olgerd hisses in agony, but does not scream. He may be 
beaten, but he is of the desert: pain is to be borne. He 
awaits Conan’s killing blow, but Conan sheathes his sword 
instead. 


CONAN (CONT'D) 
I give you life, Olgerd, as you 
gave it to me. 


Olgerd doesn’t trust his luck but backs quickly toward 
the edge of camp. He spares a last curse for Conan before 
disappearing into the night. 


OLGERD 
We'll meet again, Cimmerian. 


Ketha steps next to Conan, watches Olgerd leave. He’s 
trying to understand Conan’s actions. 


KETHA 
What were you saying about 
mercy...? 


CONAN 
It’s no mercy to send a man into 
the desert without a horse. 


KETHA 
And yet, Olgerd is strong. He 
might survive. 


Conan smiles shallowly. 


CONAN 
I’m counting on it. 


Conan moves out to greet Djebal, who has a dozen men at 
his back. Conan holds out his empty hands, promising 
peace, at least for a moment. 


CONAN (CONT'D) 
Was that not fought as the Zuagirs 
fight? 
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DJEBAL 
Yes. 


CONAN 
Will the Zuagirs follow me, then? 


Djebal looks to his men. Nothing but stony faces. 


DJEBAL 
You’re not of the tribe. They 
would have me slay you and claim 
myself chief. 


CONAN 
I'd rather not kill you, Djebal. 


DJEBAL 
You could slay me, yes, but not 
all of us. 


The Zuagirs move in. Conan takes stock. Not a battle even 
he can win. 


KETHA 
(soft) 
You might consider surviving. 


CONAN 
Surviving is for men already dead. 


He steps in their midst, meeting men’s eyes, letting them 
see he’s unafraid. 


CONAN (CONT'D) 
The bones of a hundred chiefs 
bleach in the desert. We come and 
go. Olgerd, me, Djebal, what 
matters the name? What is the one 
thing though the Zuagirs had that 
a thousand chiefs could not 
outlive? Their land. 


Angry murmurs from the men. 


DJEBAL 
That land is gone, taken by 
Khauran. 

CONAN 


What if I told you that Taramis 
regretted her father’s actions 
against the Zuagir and intended to 
give them back their land? 


Ketha slits his eyes at Conan’s words. What’s he up to? 


DJEBAL 
Is this true? 


CONAN 
I had it from her very lips. Would 
you follow me then, Djebal, if I 
could make the Zuagir what they 
were? 


DJEBAL 
Yes. 


Conan shouts to the others. 


CONAN 
WOULD YOU FOLLOW ME IF I COULD 
MAKE THE ZUAGIR WHAT THEY WERE? 


ROARS of agreement, shouts of “Conan!” 


CONAN (CONT'D) 
It’s done then. We will free 
Taramis and take back our land. 


As the shouts continue, Conan is joined by an amused 
Ketha. 


KETHA 
I know the queen well and never 
have I heard her say such a thing. 


CONAN 
Nor have I. And if any of them 
survive what's coming, I'll worry 
about it then. 


EXT. DESERT - MORNING 


Constantius and a party of men ride across the sand. 


EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - MORNING 
Conan sits with his council: Ketha and Djebal. 


CONAN 
When my people took Velitrium, we 
built towers of wood to break 
their walls. 


DJEBAL 
The wood of the oasis is too soft, 
Conan. And there’s too little of 
it. 


77. 


78. 


KETHA 
And even if you could build them, 
a siege would take weeks. Months. 
Taramis does not have that time. 


CONAN 
I don’t need Khauran to fall. I 
only need Constantius to come out 
from behind the walls. Djebal, 
send a rider to Valerius. Tell him 
we'll need all the swords he can 
muster. We’ll be outside Khauran 
in two nights with Constantius at 
our throats. 


DJEBAL 
What signal should he look for? 


CONAN 
He'll know it when he sees it. 


He turns to Ketha. 


KETHA 
(drily) 
Yes, my chief? 


Conan shoots him a sidelong glance. 


CONAN 
I don’t like sorcery... 


KETHA 
And yet here you are breathing 
because of it. 


CONAN 
..-but it has its uses. Taramis is 
alive for a reason. It has 
something to do with what we saw 
in that chamber. Find out what it 
is. 


EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - DAY 


Axes flash as the men chop the date palms that litter the 
ruins. 


Conan directs the carpenters. Bit by bit the siege towers 
rise up over the dunes. 
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INT. KETHA’S TENT - DAY 


Ketha settles himself cross-legged before a fire. He 
draws a knife across his forearm and wipes the bubbling 
blood with his hand. He holds his palm out and the blood 
disappears. An offering accepted. 


Once again, the smoke from the fire begins to solidify... 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM - DAY 


As Ketha, so Salome. Cross-legged, she sits before 
Taramis’s mirror. She bows her head, eyes closed. Her 
lips chanting silently. 


The image of Salome in the mirror begins to fade away, 
revealing a ghostly, god-POV of Khauran. 


SALOME 
Conan... 


Her eyes open and the POV shoots away from the city and 
out into the desert, searching... 


INT. TARAMTIS’S CELL - DAY 


TARAMIS 
Guard! 


She’s at the door, hands wrapped about the bars. 


GUARD 
What? 


TARAMIS 
I need to speak to my sister. 


GUARD 
I’ve no orders to let you out, and 
I'll not leave my post. 


TARAMTS 
Please. It’s important. 
(abasing herself) 
I'd be... grateful. 


The guard leers but shakes his head. 
GUARD 
I'll wait my turn. With the 


others. 


As he turns away, Taramis’s hand suddenly shoots forward 
and BURIES THE HAIRPIN IN HIS NECK! 
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The guard drops out of sight, gasping. 


Taramis drops to her knees, opens the FOOD GRATE at the 
bottom of the door. 


The guard's dead face stares at her, slopped in a pool of 
blood. Squelching her disgust, Taramis reaches through 
the grate to the KEYS on the man’s belt. Just as her 
fingers close on them THE GUARD’S HAND GRABS HER WRIST! 


He’s still alive. Choking, gurgling blood, he grabs at 
Taramis’s arm. She screams, kicking backward with all her 
might and finally tears her arm free. 


A terrified beat, then Taramis masters her fear and 
slowly unlocks the door. 


The guard is dead now. With a heave she cracks the door 
wide enough to slip through and is gone. 


EXT. DESERT - DAY 


A horse lies dead in the sand. A dozen paces past, Olgerd 
trudges on under a sun beating down like iron. He swats 
at the flies viciously eating the ruptured skin of his 
forearm. 


At a sudden muffled pounding he stares ahead. HORSEMEN 
are racing across the desert at him! 


With a snarl like a cornered rat, he sweeps his sword 
free as the first one barrels in on him. He hacks the 
rider’s leg to the bone. The rider drops to the ground, 
and Olgerd slashes his throat with a quick backhand. 


As he spins around, he finds himself facing a dozen 
riders, their spears aimed at his chest. 


OLGERD 
I’ll take you all to hell with me! 


VOICE (0.S.) 
That won’t be necessary. 


The leader of the riders pushes through. Constantius. He 
indicates to his men to back off. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Olgerd. 
OLGERD 
(spitting) 
Dog. 


Constantius prances his horse about the Zuagir. Olgerd 
turns with him, sword at the ready. 
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CONSTANTIUS 
I wonder what you’re doing out 
here, all by yourself. 


OLGERD 
I like it out here. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Really? 


Constantius sees Olgerd’s broken arm. Starts to get an 
idea. He tosses his water skin on the ground before 
Olgerd’s feet. The Zuagir glances at it thirstily. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Perhaps you’d like to tell me what 
happened to your arm. 


INT. TARAMTS’S BEDROOM - SAME 

The POV in the mirror races on, cresting a dune to reveal 
Olgerd’s desert camp. It snakes through the throngs of 
men and women then comes to stop: outlined by the dying 
sun is CONAN. 


Salome smiles. Touches the glass with her fingers. 


SALOME 
Sleep... 


She blows a soft breath forward, and we travel with it, 
passing through the mirror and into... 

EXT. ZUAGIR CAMP - CONTINUOUS 

Now a soft breeze, Salome’s breath gently blows over 


Conan. He suddenly sways. His eyes droop. He tries to 
shake it off. 


CONAN 
(to Djebal) 
I’ll be back. Just need... some 


wine. 


INT. OLGERD’S TENT - CONTINUOUS 


Conan enters, pours himself a glass of wine. He catches a 
glimpse of himself in a long polished mirror leaning 
carelessly against a wall. His features look stretched 
and distorted. 


Woozy, he lifts the glass to his lips but suddenly it 
slips through his hands. Smash. 
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Feeling his knees begin to buckle, Conan flings out a 
hand to the table but misses. With a crash, he falls to 
floor. 


INT. KETHA’S TENT - SAME 

The smoke has solidified, bringing with it visions. 

They twist and curl throughout the tent, a melange of 
past, present and future. With his hands, he digs through 


the images, trying to find what he wants. 


KETHA 
Salome... 


The baby, Salome, being found by tribesmen at the oasis. 
Salome, a young girl, being whipped in a desert village. 
Salome, 16, naked and miserable beneath some heaving man. 


Salome looking up at a crescent moon, shivering with 
anticipation. 


That desert village BURNING, people running through the 
village on fire. All but Salome, who smiles, the 
birthmark on her breast GLOWING, her hands smoking with 
power... 


KETHA 
Further. 
INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM 


A wind blows through the seemingly empty room, finding at 
last the mirror. 


The only thing visible is Salome’s leg, which disappears 
into the glass, as if she had simply stepped through. 
INT. OLGERD’S TENT - NIGHT 


Conan’s eyes swim. He tries to rise, but his body is 
weighed down by sleep. 


And then a HAND gently lifts his chin. 


SALOME is there. He jerks back, confused. Salome 
advances, her voice caressing the air. 


SALOME 
I have come to you in your dreams, 
Conan. Isn’t that what you wanted? 
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Conan growls, his words heavy. 


CONAN 
No. 


Salome drops her robe away, standing before Conan naked. 
The crescent birthmark stands out stark above her breast. 


SALOME 
Really? 


He tries to look away, but can’t. The perfect arc of her 
breasts, the cascade of her hair... 


He pulls her down, then stops. He can’t give in. Not to 
her. It’s an effort of will akin to his decision not to 
die on the cross. 


But this battle he loses. Salome is magnificent; her body 
renders restraint impossible. 


Conan tugs her to ground. With a husky laugh, Salome 
enjoys her victory. 


SALOME 
That’s what I thought. 
INT. KETHA’S TENT - NIGHT 


Ketha’s hands flicker in the images, searching through 
dozens, hundreds. Nameless people, deaths, births. 


The original queen of Khauran, giving birth. 


KETHA 
FURTHER. 


THERE. 
The black stone in the grove. 
It begins to glow as a dark mist emerges from it, an 


inchoate mass of teeth and claws. Slowly it forms itself 
into the semblance of a MAN. 


The moment of the demon entering our world. 


INT. OLGERD’S TENT 
Salome gasps as Conan enters her roughly. 
With each thrust, her nails dig deeper into his 


shoulders, drawing streamers of blood. The pain urges him 
on, harder, faster. 


84. 


INT. KETHA’S TENT 
Ketha watches a similar moment, long ago. 


The dark-haired Man atop the queen of Khauran, his lips 
touching her ear as he speaks. 


MAN/DEMON 
Remember your other promise, no 
matter how many lives it takes... 


Ketha concentrates, trying to hear. When he does - 


KETHA 
No. 


Horrified, he rushes from the tent. 


INT. PALACE CORRIDOR - SAME 

Taramis flees down the dark hallways. Suddenly stops. 
Hears MOANING coming from one the rooms. She looks 
around. It’s coming from inside her own bed chamber. 


INT. TARAMTIS’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Taramis pushes open the door. The room is empty. But she 
gasps at what she sees in the mirror: 


Salome on top of Conan! 
WITH SALOME 


Eyes closed, face awash in sensation, Salome reaches 
behind herself and withdraws a DAGGER. 


WITH TARAMIS 


She watches horrified as Salome raises the dagger over 
Conan’s heart, his bewitched eyes unseeing. 


WITH SALOME 


She arches high, ready to come. Just as she’s about to 
plunge the dagger down she hears a VOICE call out. 


VOICE 
SALOME! 


She turns to see her sister in the mirror, a WALL SCONCE 
held high overhead. 


TARAMIS 
YOU BITCH! 
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INT. OLGERD’S TENT - SAME 


Salome’s eyes shoot wide with panic as Taramis swings the 
wall sconce with all her might into the mirror! 


SALOME 
NOOO! 


BASH!!! 
The mirror in Olgerd’s tent shatters inward, pieces 
slicing across the room. Salome shrieks in pain and rolls 


off Conan. 


Conan staggers to his feet, the spell that mazed him 
dissipating. He sees Salome naked before him. 


CONAN 
That was... no dream... 
SALOME 
(willfully 
misunderstanding) 
Nor for me. Too much grunting and 


heaving. 
Her hypnotic gaze falls on him again. 


SALOME 
Still... We could try again. 


Not this time. 


CONAN 
Like Hell. 


He lunges for his sword. But when he turns back, Salome 
is gone. 


In her place is a WOLF! 


It springs on Conan, claws slashing at his face. With a 
mighty sweep of his arms, he flings it across the room. 


It skitters to its feet, baring its teeth at Conan. It’s 
trapped. But just as Conan moves in for the kill... 


KETHA (O.S.) 
Conan! 


Ketha bursts into the tent. The moment’s distraction is 
all Salome needs. She leaps. 


The mage can barely throw his hands up before the wolf is 
upon him, its jaws rending his throat. 
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EXT. OLGERD'S TENT - CONTINUOUS 


Ketha falls, bleeding terribly. The wolf runs off. Conan 
rushes out and grabs a bow from a rack. 


With one perfect motion he nocks an arrow and releases 
it. The bolt burns a line through the air and just as 
it's about to hit... 


... the wolf is gone, and in its place is a SNAKE! 


The arrow hisses by, missing its target. Djebal’s men see 
the serpent desperately burrow beneath the sand trying to 
flee the camp. They stab at it with spears and swords. 


The snake swerves one way then the next then erupts from 
the sand and disappears into the oasis pool. 


With shouts and cries, the men ring the small pond. It’s 
trapped now. No way out, except beneath their swords. 


Then - WHOOSH! The water explodes upwards as a man-sized 
HAWK shoots straight into the sky! 


The men fall back in awe, but not Conan. His eye tracks 
along the arrow’s shaft - and he fires. 


The arrow missiles upward, piercing the bird’s wing. It 
screeches, a human cry of pain. It flutters violently, 
then recovers, flying off into the night. 


INT. OLGERD’S TENT - NIGHT 


CONAN 
SET HIM DOWN! HERE! 


Zuagirs set Ketha down among the rugs. Blood burbles from 
his throat. Conan examines him. Ketha’s eyes ask the 
question. Conan shakes his head. 


Ketha weakly nods his understanding, gestures Conan 
closer. 


KETHA 
It couldn’t stay in our world. It 
needed flesh. It made her swear... 


Flash - what Ketha saw. The beast in human form, 
whispering to the queen beneath him. 


MAN/DEMON 
No matter how many lives it 


takes... you will bring me back. 
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QUEEN 
Yes. 
KETHA 
She needs Taramis to fulfill the 
promise. 
Ketha starts to choke. 
CONAN 
Enough, old man. 
KETHA 
NO. Listen to me, Conan. You 
can’t stop her... not alone. You 
must... destroy... the door... 


A final gasp and Ketha dies. 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM - SAME 


Taramis looks down at the shattered mirror on the floor. 
For a moment more they hold an image: Ketha dead. 


Then the image is gone. She hears guards outside. 
Terrified, she takes off running. 


EXT. CASTLE WALL - NIGHT 


A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW of Taramis running along the castle 
wall. The view sweeps closer and closer... 


WITH TARAMIS, fleeing for her life. Suddenly a SHADOW 
envelopes her. 


She looks up and her SCREAM is joined by the SCREECH of 
the immense hawk immense coming down on her. 


The bird lashes out at her, claws raking the naked flesh 
of her shoulder. Taramis cries in pain and stumbles to 
her knees. In an instant, the bird is on her. But they're 
no longer talons scratching at her face they’re fingers! 


IT’S NOW SALOME, hovering over her, enraged. The arrow 
Conan shot is lodged in her shoulder. 


Taramis tries to fight, but Salome is too strong. She 
yanks Taramis up by her hair, turning her face up against 
the moon. It’s in the last quarter, waning ‘til crescent. 


SALOME 
Tomorrow, sister. Tomorrow. 


She shoves her away, in the direction of approaching 
guards. 
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SALOME 
Get her out of here. 


When they’re gone, Salome grips the arrow. Groaning in 
pain, she tears it free. As she did in the Chamber, she 
covers the wound with her hand. 

It begins to knit together, but not completely this time. 


There’s still an angry red wound leaking blood. She looks 
at it disturbed. Her magic is growing weaker. 


INT. OLGERD’S TENT - MORNING 
Ketha lies on Olgerd’s bed. Conan removes Ketha’s blood- 
stained shawl and runs it down the edge of the Khitan 


blade, wiping the blood into the steel. 


CONAN 
Vengeance, Ketha. 


He sheathes the sword again then pulls a torch free from 
its stand. He tosses it onto the bed, setting it afire. 
EXT. OLGERD’S TENT - CONTINUOUS 

As he leaves, Djebal comes up. 


DJEBAL 
The towers are done. 


Olgerd’s tent leaps into flames behind them. 
CONAN 
We ride. 
INT. THRONE ROOM - DAY 


Salome’s finger traces the wound on her. It’s still not 
quite healed. She’s looking at someone disdainfully. 


SALOME 
And why would I trust a desert 
animal like you? 


It’s OLGERD. Constantius stands off to the side. 


OLGERD 
I hate him. 


SALOME 
You hate Khauran, also. 


89. 


OLGERD 
I hate him more. 
(beat) 
And I heard him say it myself. 
Conan’s going to build siege 
towers and starve you out of here. 


CONSTANTIUS 
He won't find us waiting. Now we 
know his intentions, we'll send 
him packing with his tail between 
his legs. 


Salome’s laugh is like a knife to the groin. 


SALOME 

Oh will you? You think you're the 
man for the job? You couldn’t even 
kill him when he was nailed to a 
cross. What’s changed in the last 
week to make you think you’re man 
enough to kill him now? You only 
outnumber him 5,000 to 1. 


She spins on Olgerd, who’s watching in awe. 


SALOME 
And you - you're lucky he didn’t 
pleasure you with your own arm. 


Stunned silence. 


SALOME 
No. This is what you will do: 
fight to the death. Yours, his, 
everyone’s. I don’t care. But 
don’t march out to meet him. Hold 
the walls. Just hold them until 
dawn. 


INT. CHAMBER - DAY 


Taramis wakes to find herself shackled to a stake. As her 
eyes grow used to the blackness, she sees a shaft of 
light poking down from a high ceiling. 


She is in the CHAMBER. A new hole has been hacked out of 
the ceiling, allowing a slim view of the sky overhead. 


Late afternoon sun drives down through the murk and hits 
the BLACK SLAB, seeming to disappear within its surface. 


Without knowing why, Taramis stares at it fearfully. From 
its black depth comes a strange, malignant WHISPERING. 
The sound of a thousand dead voices calling out to her. 
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Mastering herself, she slowly reaches out until her 
fingers rest on the stone. 


The whispering stops... But nothing happens. 


EXT. OUTSIDE THE WALLS - SUNSET 


A lone HORSEMAN is stationed just shy of the river. A 
rumbling begins to fill the air and his horse canters 
nervously in circles. 


The horseman peers out past the river. A dozen monstrous 
shapes have appeared on the horizon. Moment by moment, 
they grow taller, as the rumbling gets louder. 


And then they are there, outlined against the dying red 
sun: the SIEGE TOWERS surrounded by a milling sea of 
desert warriors. 


Conan has come. 


EXT. CONAN’S ARMY - SUNSET 


Conan watches grimly as the horseman turns and rides 
hellbent for the city. 


DJEBAL 
What now, Conan? 


CONAN 
Keep moving. If he’s the man I 
think he is, he won’t keep us 
waiting. 


EXT. CASTLE WALL - NIGHT 


Soldiers line the walls, taut with the coming battle. 
Constantius is motionless amongst them. Olgerd watches 
him with visible disdain. He indicates the soldiers 
around them. 


OLGERD 

These men wear your crest? 
He answers wordlessly - ‘yes.’ 
OLGERD 


Do they suck from her tit as well? 
Constantius snarls his answer, hand on his sword. 


CONSTANTIUS 
She’s queen. 
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OLGERD 
That bitch is no more queen than 
I. Taramis, may she rot in hell, 
she’s queen. That one is a thief 
no better than you or me. And 
whatever she’s got it’s because of 


you. 


WITH CONAN 


They've reached the water. Djebal’s worried. He indicates 
the towers. 


DJEBAL 
If we make it across the river, 
they'll be able to tell. 


CONAN 
He'll come. 


Conan nods, giving the order for the first towers to be 
rolled into the water. 


BACK ON CONSTANTIUS AND OLGERD 
Constantius is listening now. 


OLGERD 
I don’t know what she’s doing 
until sunup, but if he gets across 
that river - 


He indicates Conan’s army crossing the water. 


OLGERD 
We’re dead men. Our only chance is 
to ride out now, and take him in 
the river, when he’s vulnerable. 


Constantius Looks out at Conan’s forces. Torn. Every 
second that passes, Conan’s army gets closer to the other 
side. 
BACK WITH CONAN 
DJEBAL 
He’s not coming out. We should 
pull back. 


A flicker of doubt on Conan’s face. Did he read 
Constantius wrong? 


AND THEN THE PROVIDENCE GATE IS THROWN WIDE! 


With a thunderous roar Constantius’s riders charge out, 
splitting the night! 
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CONAN grins at Djebal. He was right. 


INT. CHAMBER - NIGHT 

Taramis looks up at the hole in the roof. The crimson- 
hued sunset has died, and the silver of the CRESCENT MOON 
now streams into the chamber. The whispering has started 


again, as if in anticipation of something about to 
happen. 


SALOME (0.S.) 
It’s time, sister. 


Taramis gasps. Salome is now standing right beside her. 
As she steps forward into the shaft of moonlight, the 
crescent birthmark on her breast begins to GLOW. 


CUT TO: 


THE OPEN PLAIN 


Constantius, Olgerd, and his horse men ride hard at 
Conan’s men. 


CONSTANTIUS 
Take down the towers! 


Olgerd grins, savage-eyed. 
OLGERD 
And leave the Cimmerian’s head for 
me! 


WITH CONAN NOW 


Djebal and his Zuagir warriors look nervously at him, 
waiting for his word. 


Then, just as Constantius is almost upon them - 


CONAN 
Now! 


Djebal nods; a horn is blown. The Zuagirs in the river 
suddenly RETREAT, stampeding backwards out of the water. 


Constantius sees this. Can't believe his luck. 
CONSTANTIUS 
HA!! They flee! Ride on! Cut them 


down in the water! 


A flicker of doubt crosses Olgerd’s face, but he spurs 
his horse forward. 
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Constantius’s army gallops into the river. A group of 
riders rush to one of the siege engines. They rip back 
the hides, revealing... 


They’re empty inside. No ladders or battlements. Just a 
hollow shell. 


Constantius watches as another group pulls a tower over 
with ropes. It collapses at his feet in a spray of water. 
This one too, is made of thin poles. 


Constantius looks at it uncomprehendingly. 


Another tower drops like a pile of twigs. A horrible 
feeling overtakes him as he realizes: 


CONSTANTIUS 
They’re not real. He tricked us. 


ON CONAN 

Grinning wickedly. He lights an arrow from a torch and 
sends it arcing into one of the standing towers. And the 
moment it touches the tower - 

WHOOSH! It explodes into flames like a giant Roman 
candle. Its oil-soaked timbers collapse on top of 
Constantius’s screaming men. 


A dozen other arrows follow, lighting the remaining 
towers. Each one bursts into flames then topples over. 


Constantius wheels about on his horse, horrified. The 
situation is slipping into chaos. 


BACK ON CONAN 


Still watching from a distance. As flames leap high into 
the sky he looks toward the far-off dunes. 


CONAN 
( Low) 
Valerius... 


As if on cue, a RUMBLE begins. Like coming thunder, the 
ground begins to tremble and shake. And then - 


THEY ARE THERE! 


It’s VALERIUS and the LOYALISTS, flying over the ridge. 
They swoop down, taking Constantius on the flank! 


No sooner does Constantius turn to face this new threat 
when Conan screams out his battle cry and charges! 
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The two sides smash together in the river. It’s a bloody, 
hacking war, fought in the hellish light thrown by the 
burning towers. 


INT. CHAMBER 


Salome kneels on the black slab, head thrown back, 
chanting. Taramis pulls vainly against her chains. Salome 
looks down on Taramis, a venomous light in her eyes. 


SALOME 
A thousand years ago, a bargain 
was made. Khauran would rise. This 
night, the debt is paid. This 
night, my father returns. 


Salome pulls out a knife. 


SALOME 
All that’s needed is our blood. 


EXT. RIVER 


BLOOD sprays the air as Conan’s sword slices down through 
arm and leg into screaming horseflesh. 


A backhand with a short battle axe takes another rider 
just above the bridge of the nose. Conan yanks it free as 
OLGERD comes charging at him! His spear takes Conan’s 
horse in the chest, knocking it to its knees. Conan 
flings himself from the dying animal into the churning 
crimson water. 


He’s up immediately, his hilt catching Olgerd’s downswung 
blade. The Zuagir fights like a madman, hate fueling him 
when all hope is lost. 


Foam flies from his mouth like a rabid dog. 


OLGERD 
You used me! 


As he hacks again with his blade, Conan steps inside his 
swing, grabs his good arm and snaps it backward, 
shattering his elbow. 
This time Olgerd screams. 
He sways in the water, knowing death is near. 
OLGERD 
I should have... left you on the 


Cross... 


Up rises Conan’s blade - 
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CONAN 
Yes. You should have. 


— then down it comes. 


As Olgerd’s remains slide beneath the waves, VALERIUS 
wades up. He nods at the burning towers. 


VALERIUS 
I got your signal. 


CONAN 
Where’s Constantius? 


Valerius points with his sword - a knot of dozens of 
warriors from both sides. Constantius is among them, 
fighting hard. Conan makes to go after him when Valerius 
stops him. 


VALERIUS 
There’s no time. Get to Taramis. 


Conan struggles, not wanting to leave the field of 
battle. 


VALERIUS 
I'll take him. You go. 


With a frustrated snarl, Conan grabs at a horse whose 
dead rider is caught up in the saddle. With a quick 
slice, he cuts the saddle free and leaps onto the horse. 


A dig at his flanks, then he’s out of the river and 
riding bareback toward the gate. 


EXT. CASTLE - SAME 


Constantius’s men on the walls see Conan riding toward 
them. Up come the bows, ready to cut him down. Suddenly 
one of the men screams and collapses, dead. 


The others look up. It’s the ARMORER and more of 
VALERIUS'S LOYALISTS. 


ARMORER 
Put ‘em down! 


They drop their weapons and the Armorer yells down: 


ARMORER 
Open the gates! 


WITH CONAN as the gates swing wide before him. Without a 
pause, he gallops his horse through the city and up to 
the dungeon. He leaps down before the horse halts and 
races into the building. 
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INT. CHAMBER - SAME 


TARAMIS 
Why do this? You have the power 
already. 

SALOME 


You think this is about power? 
Hear me, then. All my true sisters 
bled their souls out before their 
lives were more than the flicker 
of a candle. Your father - not 
mine! - gave me to Ketha who 
carried me into the desert and 
laid me naked on the hot sand, 
under the flaming sun. Then he 
rode away and left me for the 
jackals and the vultures. 


Salome frees Taramis, drags her atop the slab. 


SALOME 
I care nothing for your throne. 


With that, she slashes Taramis’s arm, sending her blood 
splashing onto the stone. 


And the moment it touches, an ugly THRUMMING begins. 


INT. DUNGEON - SAME 
Conan comes to Taramis’s cell. It’s empty. He bellows: 


CONAN 
TARAMIS! 


INT. CHAMBER - SAME 


The sisters hear Conan’s echoing cry. Taramis looks up at 
Salome triumphantly. 


TARAMIS 
You’ve lost. 


SALOME 
You think so? Slut that you are, 
Taramis, you should know where a 
man’s brains are. 


WITH CONAN 


as he barrels down the sewer and into the chamber. Ahead 
of him are two figures: Taramis upon the altar; Salome 
atop her, knife poised to kill. 
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Conan nocks an arrow as he runs. 


He draws bead on Salome, aiming for the crescent moon on 
her chest. 


His eyes flick down to Taramis... and then narrow. 
Something’s wrong. 


There’s a wound on Taramis’s shoulder. It’s right where 
he shot Salome when she flew from the oasis. 


Conan switches targets. 
Fires. 
Taramis’s eyes widen in fear... 


The arrow strikes home. But as it quivers in what seems 
to be Taramis’s chest, a crescent birthmark becomes 
visible. 


It was really Salome, trying one last trick. 


As she screeches with pain, the real Taramis scoops up 
the knife - 


TARAMIS 
I told you I’d see you dead! 


- and buries it into the witch’s chest! As the thrumming 
builds to a crescendo, Taramis slams Salome down onto the 
black slab and holds her there. 


Salome shrieks and kicks as she suffers the fate she 
handed countless others: her skin, flesh and bones being 
sucked piece by piece into the stone. 


Conan runs up as the last of Salome disappears. When 
she’s gone, the thrumming dies away. 


A moment of breathless silence. Then Taramis throws 
herself into Conan’s arms. Tears start down her face. 


TARAMIS 
You came back. 


Conan crushes her to him. It’s over. When they finally 
apart, he wraps an arm around her. 


CONAN 
Come. Men are still dying out 
there. They need to see you’re 
alive. 


They head for the stairs. And then Conan stops; hairs 
prickling on the back of his neck. 
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TARAMIS 
Conan? What is it? 


The THRUMMING has begun again. 
They turn as one to stare at the black stone. Something 
is happening on the surface - a swirl of red bubbling up, 


running down the sides. BLOOD! 


Fear spikes through Taramis. She holds up the wound 
Salome slashed into her arm. 


TARAMIS 
She said it needed blood. Our 
blood. 
Conan draws his sword. 
CONAN 


Get behind me. 
And - BOOM!!! 


A THUNDEROUS CRACK suddenly splits the air, as a blast of 
cold, silver light lances up from the stone, shooting out 
through the hole in the roof! 


EXT. KHAURAN - CONTINUOUS 


The beam strikes the sky and seems to cleave the heavens 
in two. 


On the battlefield, the warring sides suddenly come to an 
abrupt halt as the soldiers stare up fearfully: the sky 
above Khauran seems to be literally on fire. The 
apocalypse Salome promised has begun. 


BACK IN THE CHAMBER 


Through the swirl of wind and flying debris, Conan and 
Taramis see something forming on the slab 


Bones and muscle, skin and hair twine together once more, 
re-building a human fiqure. 


It looks like Salome, but it’s not. 


Almost 9 feet tall, its skin is cracked and stretched to 

breaking, barely capable of holding whatever lives inside 
it. Waves of heat emanate from it, as though its insides 

were molten. Last to form is the face, its mouth twisted 

into a howling, inhuman scream. 


It is the DEMON reborn into the ruined flesh of Salome. 


It peels itself from the stone and takes its first step. 
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With a sound like explosions, FISSURES shoot out from 
beneath its feet, cutting deep into the ground. MAGMA and 
sulfurous gas jet up from below. Cracks shoot out along 
the walls. 


The creature stops and looks about as if curious, then 
notices Conan and Taramis. Its voice comes in a low, 
thick, hiss, like lava consuming rock. 


DEMON 
My daughter says you wield fate. 
Is this true? 


Conan snarls his answer. 


CONAN 
I wield a sword. That’s enough. 


With that, he charges the demon, swinging with all his 
might. In an explosion of sparks the blade clangs off 
the demon’s stony arms. Again he strikes, each blow 
deflected. His sword begins to glow with the heat of the 
contact. 


A downstroke slices hard into the creature’s leg, tearing 
open the skin. MOLTEN BLOOD sizzles from the wound, 
setting the very stone on fire. 


CONAN 
If you can bleed, you can die. 


Conan dives beneath its guard and strikes true against 
the demon’s chest. The creature ROARS in pain - 


— but this time the Khitan blade melts! 


The demon backhands Conan, burning a handprint in his 
shoulder and sending him flying through the air. He 
slumps to the ground unmoving. 


The creature turns on Taramis now. She back-crawls 
frantically away, when suddenly the ground opens up 
beneath her. 


She drops with a scream, her hands just catching hold of 
the edge. She dangles over the chasm, the magma below 
setting her shoes smoking. 


TARAMIS 
CONAN! 


But it’s not Conan that looks down at her. It’s the 
tattered face of Salome. 


DEMON 
My daughter wants your death. 
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It raises its smoking foot to bring down on Taramis’s 
hand when suddenly CONAN rises up behind it. 


Taramis’s eyes go wide when she sees him lifting a 500- 
pound rock over his head. The thing turns just as Conan 
hurls it with a might roar. 


CRASH! The rock takes the demon full in the chest, 
sending it toppling over edge. It splashes into the magma 
below and disappears in a spray of fire. 


Then Conan dives for Taramis, grabbing her just as she 
slips from the edge. He heaves her to safety and pulls 
her to her feet. 


CONAN 
Move! That won’t hold it long! 


They run, but the snaking ruptures force them back to the 
black slab itself. It’s the only solid ground left in the 
whole chamber. 


Then they see it: the demon rising from the burning 
abyss. It claws its way back out of hell, its skin 
blackened, its hair burned away. Lava leaks from its 
veins, running over the surface of its body. 


TARAMTS 
How do we stop it?! 


Conan casts about for a weapon. Anything. Then he feels 
it behind him. The slab. Something flies through his 
mind. Ketha’s dying words. 


In a FLASH: Ketha, on the floor of the tent. 


KETHA 
---destroy the door... 


Conan gets an idea. He runs to one of the few petrified 
trees remaining, and grabs it at the base as if to lift 
it from its roots. A full ten feet tall, it’s too much 

even for Conan. He glances up just as- 


WHAM! The creature BELTS him again, sending him to the 
ground! 


The Demon stands over Conan, victorious. Conan looks at 
the tree. It follows his gaze. 


DEMON 
Your strength failed you at the 
end. 


With that, the creature rips it from the ground. Conan 
rises shakily only to take the tree swung full into his 
chest. 
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Blood pours from his mouth. 

He rises again. 

And once more the Demon swings the tree with full force. 
Steel-sheathed ribs snap. 


Like it did on the cross, his vision narrows to a 
pinpoint. One more hit like that and he’s dead. 


Conan staggers back, crawling onto the slab to escape. 
The demon raises the immense club high over head. 


Conan grits his teeth, ready for the end. 


DEMON 
Now die, barbarian! 


And it brings the club down! 
But just as the tree is about to smash into Conan - 
HE LEAPS ASIDE! 


And with awesome force, the tree slams down onto the 
black slab instead. 


And the slab begins to CRACK. 
Conan grins through bloody teeth. 
In that moment, the demon understands. It’s been had. 


DEMON 
NO! 


The age-old stone SHATTERS. 


With the portal broken, the magic that bound the demon’s 
life-force to Salome’s flesh begins to dissipate. 


With a snarling scream, the demon essence is torn from 
this world and sucked back into the stone. In seconds, it 
is gone, leaving only SALOME. 


Conan rolls to the ground and comes up with the hilt and 
six inches of unmelted blade of the Khitan sword. 


The two of them lock eyes. Screeching, Salome flings out 
her hands. But it’s too late. He hurls the blade. 


It center-strikes the crescent birthmark. 


Salome screams and a NOVA FILLS THE CHAMBER. 
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Conan hurls himself at Taramis, driving her to the 
ground, as Salome expands in a ball of plasma. 


The flames wash over Conan and Taramis and reaches 
outward into the sky. 


EXT. KHAURAN - SAME 

The flames apex once more in the heavens in one final 
hellish display. Then as quickly as they came, they turn 
inward and consume themselves until they are gone. 


BACK IN THE CHAMBER 


Conan and Taramis raise their heads to see he last wisps 
of fire burning themselves out. 


The hall falls back to a deathly silence. It’s over. 


Salome is dead. 


EXT. CASTLE WALLS - NIGHT 


Conan and Taramis emerge onto the battlements. They look 
down to find the battle done. Valerius and Djebal step 
forward from the mass. Valerius yells upward. 


VALERIUS 
The field is ours, Conan! 


CONAN 
What about Constantius? 


Valerius beckons, and a battered Constantius is brought 
before them, kneeling. Taramis shouts out for all to 
hear. 
TARAMTS 

I’ve come to a decision, oh 

Prince. I’ve decided not to join 

our houses. 
At which Conan breaks into deep, hearty laughter. 


His laughter is joined by others, and a mighty cheer 
echoes across the battlefield. The day is truly theirs. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. TARAMIS’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Taramis is sleeping peacefully for the first time in 
ages. Beside her lies Conan. 
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He touches her hair, his warrior's fingers unexpectedly 
light. She is beautiful. 


Conan rises, naked, and looks out the window. Overhead, 
the stars twinkle tantalizingly and in the distance, the 
white-capped mountains shimmer. Here, it’s warm and safe, 
but out there... the whole wide world beckons. 


Taramis stirs. Sees Conan standing in the shadows, 
shoulders dappled by moonlight. She seems about to 
speak, then simply stays quiet, words already futile. 


INT. THRONE ROOM - NEXT DAY 
Taramis is outraged. 


TARAMIS 
You promised them what?! 


CONAN 
The land your father took. 


Conan stands before the enthroned Taramis. Djebal and a 
few Zuagirs stand behind him. 


TARAMIS 
My father took no land. He was 
king. The land was his. 


DJEBAL 
(getting a bad 
feeling) 
Conan? 


CONAN 
The Zuagir don’t see it that way. 


Taramis hesitates. Djebal steps forward. 


DJEBAL 
Does our blood mean nothing, that 
was spilled to put you back on 
that throne? 


Djebal’s words weigh on her. She turns back to Conan. 


TARAMIS 
I owe you something. Gold the 
equivalent of the rubies I “took” 
from you. Well you may have one or 
the other. Your fee for saving my 
life, or their land. 
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All eyes are on Conan, awaiting his answer. As he raises 
his head to speak, we... 


CUT TO: 


A MIGHTY CHANT RISING in the sky. “CONAN! CONAN!” 


EXT. COURTYARD - DAY 


Djebal is surrounded by his mounted Zuagir warriors, 
screaming out Conan’s name. Taramis looks out over the 
shouting horde, surprised and just a little wounded. 


TARAMTS 
Why? With that much gold, your 
children’s children would be fat. 


Conan answers from horseback. 


CONAN 
I didn’t come here for gold. I 
came here for what gold buys. 


The cheers of the Zuagirs can still be heard. Taramis 
understands. 


TARAMTS 
Men. 


CONAN 
I told you once what someone said 
to me, that I’d be a king one day. 
Why not start now? 


Taramis draws close to him, shedding some of her regal 
dignity. 


TARAMTS 
You could be a king here. In 
Khauran. 


Conan looks about. King of Khauran. Tempting... 


Suddenly he grabs Taramis and pulls her into the saddle 
with him. He kisses her with abandon, while all the city 
watches. 


Finally he lowers her to the ground and takes the reins. 
He kicks the horse into a gallop, shouting his last words 
as the Zuagirs follow after him. 


CONAN 


If I wear a crown, it'll be won at 
swordpoint, not in a bed! 


CUT TO: 
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The furnace blast of the sun. 


We drop down to Conan’s face. He's astride his horse, 
looking at something off-screen. We are: 


EXT. DESERT - DAY 


CONAN 
Not long ago, it was I who hung 
there, and you who sat here. 


IT’S CONSTANTIUS, HANGING NAKED ON A CROSS. Spikes 
through his hands and feet. 


CONAN 
You civilized men are soft; your 
lives are not nailed to your 
spines. You'll be dead before 
sundown. 


Constantius does not reply; just licks his gray lips, 
eyes glassy with pain and fear. 


Conan looks up at the vultures circling overhead. He 
flips a coin into the sand at Constantius’s feet. 


CONAN 
My gold’s on the vultures. 


Then he turns, leaving Constantius to his death. 
As Conan and his men trot on, Djebal comes up. 


DJEBAL 
What now, Conan? 


CONAN 
First, home. 


Djebal smiles at the word. 


CONAN 
And then... new armor, swords and 
horses for every man that can 
ride. We'll have the king of Turan 
chasing his own tail. 


Djebal looks at him like he’s touched by the sun. 
DJEBAL 
New armor, horses? How to we pay 
for that? The only gold we have 
you just threw away. 


Conan reaches into his saddlebag, pulls something free. 


106. 


CONAN 
Gold? Who said anything about 
gold... 


And then he tosses the thing to Djebal. It spins in the 
air, a magnificent red, facets glinting with sunlight. 


It’s large... no, larger than a man’s fist... 
It’s the RUBY Conan stole! 


Djebal snatches it out of the air. Stares at Conan in 
wonder. 


Conan grins wickedly back at him and then SNAPS his reins 
and breaks into a gallop, charging off into the sun. 


THE END 


